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DAD'S ITALIAN MAFIA FRIEND 


My dad gambles away $50,000 and it’s up to me to get it 
back. But when I meet the man he owes it to, | owe it to 
myself to be careful. 


He’s dangerous, powerful, and his reputation precedes him. 
But all he wants to know is if anyone has preceded him, 
when it comes to his need to be my first... and only. 


Now I’m in deep with my dad’s Italian mafia friend, and | 
have to submit to him for the next two and a half weeks in 
order for my dad’s debt to be cleared. But in that time, he 
makes it crystal clear that he’s the only man for me now and 
forever more...and even though our time is up he’s not 
letting me out from underneath him... ever. 


*Dad’s Italian Mafia Friend is an insta-everything standalone 
instalove romance with an HEA, no cheating, and no 
cliffhanger. 
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CHAPTER 1 


Sloane 


| flinch, my muscles tensing and my eyes closing as I hear a 
loud thud coming from downstairs. 


Then the yelling starts. 


Tiptoeing into the hallway | see my dad nearly in the fetal 
position as he lays crumpled on the floor, his hand raised to 
cover his face. 


My pulse races and I’m nearly hyperventilating as my body 
freezes in a state of shock. | can hear my heartbeat 
thrashing in my ears and feel my teeth grinding due to my 
clenched jaw. But! can’t move. 


“I told you no more fucking chances,” my dad’s best friend, 
Stefano, says through gritted teeth as he towers over him. 


“But it was a sure—” my dad whimpers, but is quickly cut 
off. 


“It was a sure thing because | made it a sure fucking thing 
you idiot.” 


Stefano’s eyes are narrowed as he stares down at the sorry 
excuse of a man my dad looks like right now. 


Cracking his knuckles and rolling up his sleeves, Stefano 
moves closer, grabbing my dad by the back of his collar and 


literally tossing him across the room and into the side of the 
couch. 


What the...? 


Stefano must be at least six foot seven and over two 
hundred and fifty pounds. He looks like the Italian 
equivalent of Tom Hiddleston...with a whole lot more 
muscles and ink. 


His nostrils flare and | can hear his noisy breathing from way 
up here, as he marches over toward my dad, whose face is 
white as a sheet, the vein in his neck visibly beating 
beneath his skin around all the tendons which are stretched. 


Stefano reaches down, his shoulder muscles firing 
underneath his white tank top as he grabs my dad and 
heaves him across the floor, literally mopping the floor with 
him. 


“You bet fifty large on a Serie C football match on my 
website and then you called up your credit card company 
and report the charge as fraud, you little fuck.” 


“| didn’t know it was your site,” my dad says in a shrill voice, 
his eyes rapidly blinking as he says something under his 
breath. Is he pleading, or talking to himself? 


Or mumbling a prayer? 


“You know how hard it is to get an offshore credit card 
processor in the first place?” Stefano questions, with a 
sweeping arm gesture and his feet planted firmly on the 
ground, far apart. 


My dad rapidly shakes his head no, but it looks more like a 
muscle spasm. 


“You don’t fucking know because you've never done 
anything meaningful with your life. Look at you, you sorry 
sack of shit,” Stefano taunts his eyes tightening. “And not 
only that, you try and gamble with your soon to be ex-wife’s 
credit card because you're too chickenshit to do it in your 
own name.” 


“It’s not that, Stefano.” 


“Oh, it’s not?” His lips curl and his face reddens. My dad’s 
obviously not doing himself any favors by opening his 
mouth. 


“And she’s not my ex-wife.” 


“Oh, that’s right, because you were too much of a 
chickenshit to even put a ring on her finger even though she 
gave you a child...a child whose last name isn’t even the 
Same as yours.” He pauses. “You're a fuckin’ pussy, you 
know that?” 


“Il know. | know. I’m sorry, it’s just—“ 


“Yeah, you are sorry. That’s the only thing you’re right 
about, and Vinny and Donnie were right when they told me | 
should have whacked you years ago. They told me you were 
a loser and nothing but trouble, but | always stood up for 
you and look where that’s gotten me.” 


“I'm sorry, Stefano.” 


“You know half of those damn Italian C league matches are 
fixed and you still bet anyways. What the fuck were you 


thinking?” 


“Exactly! | thought this was my chance to make some 
money, to show you | do understands sports gambling and | 
am a smart guy.” 


“You're an idiot, you know that. You know my family was 
behind the 2006 Italian football scandal. We fixed matches 
at the top level so you know we can fix matches at the lower 
level you dumb shit.” 


| cringe, hating hearing someone speak to my dad that way, 
but Stefano is right. My dad is a fuck up. I would never say 
it out loud because he’s my dad and | love him, but it’s true. 


What else is true is that | feel like my lips are sewn shut and 
my feet are stuck in concrete blocks, like the kind I’ve read 
about the mafia-run Italian labor unions attach to their 
victims before they throw them overboard in some 
backwater swamp. 


“Who gave you this hot tip?” Stefano wants to know. “Wait,” 
he says, raising his big hand, the digits thick and covered in 
calluses which I can see from all the way up here. “Let me 
guess. One of the other loser parents at the Saturday soccer 
match you go to?” 


My dad nods. 

This is not getting better... at all. 

“Because | had that bug put in that fool’s ear so | could get 
some action on the other side, even out the betting that we, 


the house, wanted to do on our own site...and wipe him the 
fuck out.” He pauses. “Even after all these years, you sti// 


don’t know how this works. I’m Italian. I’m from Italy. You’re 
my best friend, but you don’t come to me first.” 


“| was scared.” 


“Scared? Scared of what? That! was going to tell you to put 
your money back in your pocket and leave this game to the 
big boys? Scared that | was going to save you fifty large and 
this beating that’s nowhere near done?” 


“Please, Stefano,” dad pleads. 


“Don’t please me, bitch. Get on your feet and fight me like a 
man. Hell, you think this is bad? Wait until | have to get on 
the phone with the guys back home and explain that the 
charge is attempting to be reversed and | know the guy who 
did it.” 


“You're gonna do that for me?” 


“Why you little shit,” Stefano says, grabbing my dad again 
and throwing him into the far wall before stomping over to 
get him again. 


“All you care about is yourself, and you don’t learn. Why 
don’t you think of that little girls of yours for once? Huh?” 
he says, pulling him up by the shoulders and looking him 
right in the eye before shaking him. I can’t lie, my dad does 
need someone to shake some sense into him, and Stefano is 
the most obvious choice. 


“| was thinking of her,” he says, his face turned and his eyes 
closed as he can’t even look Stefano in the eyes. 


“You're disgusting,” Stefano says, dropping my dad and 
brushing his palms across one another as if to wipe off any 


trace of my dad off his hands. “I don’t even want to touch 
you.” 


“So that’s it?” 


Stefano shakes his head and | can’t help but to do the 
same. My dad still hasn’t learned his lesson. 


Realizing that my motor skills have come back, | pop my 
eyes open wide and then do the same with my mouth, 
bringing me back to the moment and into my own body. It 
was like I’d stepped out of it momentarily and was watching 
this beatdown from afar, like | wasn’t even inside myself. 


“Apparently not, if you still haven’t learned,” Stefano says 
grabbing him. “Once an addict, always an addict.” 


Stefano looks at the far wall as he rocks back on his heels, 
preparing to toss my father farther than he has yet. 


And ironically, right into the oversized picture of Stefano at 
my little sister’s baptism, becoming her godfather. 


“Enough!” | yell, stomping my foot. 


Stefano’s eyes dart up to me and he drops my dad on the 
floor, his arms staying stretched back and out. 


“Who the fuck are you?” 


CHAPTER 2 


Stefano 


All movement inside me, inside this house, ceases except 
my heart, which jackknifes in my chest. 


My shoulders drop and all tension leaves my body, my jaw 
going slack as | take a big inhale of air and slowly release it. 


| should feel lightheaded with that shot of oxygen to my 
brain, but | feel anything but. | feel more focused than | ever 
have in my life. 


My eyes locked on her, my lids completely forgetting to 
blink even once as | stand there, still as a stone as | don’t 
want to interrupt this surreal moment. 


Without even realizing it my feet move forward, to the part 
of the living room which is closer to where she stands 
upstairs. | want her directly above me so she can jump over 
that railing and into my arms. 

What the...? 

| feel goosebumps for the first time in | don’t remember how 
long and for the first time ever | want to slap myself for 
feeling like I’m in some damn Disney movie or something. 
This never happens to me. 


Never. 


| have women practically throwing themselves at me twenty- 
four seven and | have no interest in them. 


Blonde bimbos with big fake boobs? No thanks. 


Brunettes that are the daughters of the most dangerous men 
in Milan? VIl pass. 


Aristocratic kids, models, fashionistas, Instagram girls with 
millions of followers? Not interested in any of them. 


But her? 
Her. 


There’s something different about her...something very, 
very different. 


“Sloane,” she says. “Stephan’s other daughter.” 


“Other daughter?” | say my voice an octave below its 
already deep pitch, as | turn from the shoulders to look at 
him, all that anger coming right back to me. 


“From my first marriage. | mean, we never technically got 
married, but—“ 


| raise my palm to shut him up and his mouth stops 
running. Finally, he does something right, unlike being with 
two women in his life that he saw fit to have children with, 
but that he never had the balls to formally marry and make 
honest women out of them. 


But apparently it’s not the only time he’s done something 
right, because somehow this man created this incredible 
young woman. 


| turn my attention back to her, feeling my muscles flex 
underneath my white wife-beater, although | hate that term 
for a tank top. I’d never lay a finger on a woman, but oh 
would | ever like to lay her down beneath me and claim her 
as my own. 


Mine. 


| move my fingers across my palms, trying to remove the 
sweat, but it’s no use. My hands clench tightly then release. 


| want to ask her so many questions, but | don’t know where 
to start and I’m feeling anything but articulate right now. 


| came to this country as a Guido, no doubt, but | speak 
English perfectly now. I’ve never had a problem expressing 
myself, albeit in the underworld. 


Now? | just feel like a princess like this needs to be spoken 
to, with, in a different kind of way. I’m not even sure what it 
is, because I’ve never had a woman so beautiful in my 
presence before so | don’t even know where to start. 


My chest releases, alerting me that | was holding my breath. 
| stick out my chest like a proud peacock, letting her see the 
full scope of my size, and my ink. If humans are animals 
then this is my mating dance, and do I ever want to mate, to 
breed...with her. 


Everything inside me is warm, hot, and | feel like there’s too 
much saliva in my mouth. 


The hair on the back of my neck and arms stands at 
attention and | feel light-headed. 


Damn, | want to touch her...to be with her. To run my 
scarred, bruised, and battered hands across her tiny frame. 


| want to pull her little body into mine, letting her feel my 
masculinity and my need for her, which is tenting the fuck 
out of my Adidas track pants. 


Hell, right now | don’t even care about her fuck-up of a dad. 
Yeah, we’re going to have to work this out, and Sicily is 
going to be beyond pissed about this...but that can wait. 


What can’t wait is her, and making her mine. 


“We'll talk about your little problem later... Stephen,” | say, 
without taking my eyes off her. “I’m not about to talk 
business in front of your beautiful young daughter.” 


“She’s only eighteen, Stefano. Just a kid.” 


My dick twitches. Eighteen is legal in this country, but an 
age l’d never be attracted to... until now. 


Something about her youth, the innocence in the way she 
just stands there. That sparkle in her eye like she still 
believes in the purity of this world, which is exactly what | 
want to put on a silver platter for her and give her every 
damn day for the rest of our lives together. 


“But we can talk now if you want.” 
| want to punch her dad so damn bad right now. First he 
tries to use her as a Scapegoat and then he passively 


aggressively acts like he’s not. 


Lucky for him one of the men in this room knows how to do 
things the right way. 


“| never discuss business in front of women and children.” 


“And she’s practically both. How ‘bout that?” Stefano laughs 
nervously. 


| want to rip his balls off and shove them down his throat, 
officially ending any ties he has left to whatever shred of 
manhood this doofus currently carries. 


But it’s that manhood, or lack there off, that made this 
perfectly feminine creature. 


“Later,” | say, not taking my eyes off her as | move toward 
the door, showing myself out as | step backwards over the 
threshold, not wanting to miss one second of the 
opportunity | have right now to drink in the sight of her. 
But there will be more, she, and Stephen can count on that. 


Because neither of them might not know it yet, but she’s 
mine. 


Mine and only mine. 


CHAPTER 3 


Sloane 
| pace in my room as | rub the back of my neck. 


Stopping momentarily, | unfasten the top button on my shirt 
and scrape my other hand through my hair while | tap my 
foot. 


My dad’s not in a good situation. 


| tried to ask him about it downstairs after Stefano left, but 
he didn’t really want to talk about it. Instead, | helped him 
put some hydrogen peroxide on the cuts he received from 
his supposed friend, and then my dad just wanted to lie 
down. 


I’m the complete opposite. | feel a tingling in my fingers 
and toes and a bounce in my step. | can’t lie down. I’m 
fidgety and nervous and | have to keep moving. 


| have to solve this problem, because it’s a problem not only 
for my dad, but for me. 


Stefano apparently doesn’t know it yet, but that fifty 
thousand dollars my dad wagered on a soccer game, or 
football as Stefano called it being that he’s Italian, was my 
college money. 


And it wasn’t on a credit card. It was on my mom’s debit 
card. 


If that charge doesn’t get reversed then I’m royally screwed 
this fall when it’s time to go to college. That’s the whole 
reason | moved in with my dad in the first place. Luckily he 
lives close to the college where | wanted to study so it made 
perfect sense. My mom was totally up for it too because she 
was just waiting for me to become an adult so she could run 
off with that Australian ‘friend’ of hers after all these years. 
She’s already got the house up for sale. | only wonder how 
long it’s going to take her to find out that dad totally blew 
my college money that she’d been putting away for 
eighteen years. 


She was so thrilled to be getting on that plane and going to 
Sydney that she literally handed over her debit card that 
had access to my college account. She wasn’t going to need 
it anyways. The guy she’s going there to be with is loaded. 


| pull up her account online and look at all those monthly 
deposits for $231.49. She did it literally on the first of every 
month for eighteen years, and that’s how she got to fifty 
thousand... which is now gone. 


But I’ve got something to say about that, regardless of what 
Visa decides. 


| need to get that money back, not only for me, but for my 
dad. Without it, he can’t afford for me to live here, definitely 
can’t afford for me to go to college, and he might be 
tempted to gamble even more to ‘just get it back real 

quick’. Unfortunately | know how gamblers think... my mom 
explained it to me as soon as I could understand, and more 
importantly listen. 


She warned me of the dangers, and now | see why she left 
dad. 


But what | didn’t see coming, at all, was Stefano. 


| knew my dad had some wiseguy Italian friend, but being 
that my mom pulled me out of that situation shortly after | 
was born, | never really got to know my dad that well, and 
definitely not Stefano. 


The crazy thing is that even though I was in complete shock 
as Stefano was throwing my dad around my own house | was 
kind of...turned on. 


Okay, more than kind of. 


It was like this was the wake-up call my dad needed his 
entire life, and Stefano was big enough, and man enough, to 
finally give it to him. 


Better late than never | guess, and that goes for me too. 


Apparently I’m late, as in the last of all my friends to be with 
a guy. They encouraged me to ‘just do it’ before | went off to 
college, but | completely refused. As corny as it sounds, 
especially in this day and age of Tinder where you can 
literally order up penis like it’s a pizza, I’m saving myself for 
the one. 


| may only be eighteen, but I’m a voracious reader. Heck, 
when | find an author | like | tear through their entire back 
catalog like a swarm of locusts destroying vast swaths of 
crops. 


| Know my way around Kindle’s various romance genres and | 
know what a happily ever after looks like...and | never saw 
that happening with a boy my age. The problem is baked 
right into the term... boy. | need a man, areal man. Aman 


who can stand up to other men, and Stefano showed me he 
is absolutely capable of that. 


My dad works out, and is in decent shape, but Stefano? He’s 
next level. He looks like he eats plates for breakfast. And 
I’m not talking about plates of food, but the weight plates 
that you find in the gym...the ones you stack onto the bar. 


It’s like his body is made of iron, or steel, or some kind of 
hard metal. It’s like he was sculpted from marble and his 
voice is like honey dripped over hot coals. 


The man oozes masculinity, dominance, and confidence... 
and I’m confident I’m going to find a way to see him again, 
no matter what it takes. 


And did he ever take my breath away as | watched him 
teach my dad a lesson. 


What’s wrong with me? 


| know | should have run down there and tried to help my 
dad when Stefano was tossing him around earlier, but I just 
couldn’t. | think it’s like one of those National Geographic or 
Animal Planet videos. When you know the lion has one of 
your tribe in-between those jaws of his, you just have to 
accept reality and save yourself. 


And that’s what | did, although saving myself meant 
something more like saving myself the embarrassment of 
going downstairs and this huge man seeing my nipples 
cutting through both my bra and top. And heaven forbid if 
the wetness that was forming between my legs would have 
been visible. 


I’ve never read cuckold books, and this is my dad, not my 
husband or something like that... what a gross thought... but 
still, there was just something about the power and 
dominance of a man entering the home of another man and 
just taking it over like he owns it. 


Damn was it ever sexy. 

What’s not sexy is thinking about how dad’s going to come 
up with enough money to pay that back into my college 
fund, or what Stefano might do to him if Visa does reverse 
the charge. 

Would he... kill his friend? 

I’ve watched Sopranos enough times to know the Italian 
mafia doesn’t play, but still...is my dad’s life worth fifty large 
to him? 

Fifty large...jeez, l'm sounding like a mafioso myself now. 

| logout of my mom’s account and login to mine. 


Four hundred and thirty six dollars and twelve cents. 


Yeah, that’s gonna make a dent, | think to myself 
sarcastically. 


Maybe if | plead with Stefano it would help, although all that 
would do is just prolong the anguish as my dad waits for his 
future to be decided. Stefano won’t do anything to him 
when I’m around, but he'll find a way to isolate him and do 
whatever he needs to do. 


Maybe | can seduce him? 


| laugh so hard I snort. 


Yeah, right. Some little eighteen-year-old virgin going over 
there and offering herself up on a silver platter to him. That 
only works in those sheik romances or the ones where mafia 
bosses buy girls at auctions. And I’m far from the kind of girl 
anyone would bid that kind of money on. 


But now isn’t the time to be feeling sorry for myself. Now is 
the time for coming up with a solution, no matter how far off 
that sounds. 


And there’s only one thing | know. No matter how much of a 
f-up my dad is, he’s still my dad...and I’ve got to figure out a 
way to help him out of this mess. 


Fast. 


CHAPTER 4 


Stefano 
The next morning 


“So let me get this straight,” | say as | lean back in my chair 
and cross my arms. “You didn’t know he had a daughter 
from another marriage?” 


“Boss,” Rocco pleads. 


| raise my palm, stopping him right there. “I’m not looking 
for excuses. I’m looking for answers.” | rotate my wrist and 
my last three fingers form curl as my index finger points 
right at my right-hand man, letting him know I’m ready to 
hear what he’s got to say now. 


| can literally see a lump forming in Rocco’s throat in real 
time as he slants his body away from me. He may be 
standing between my desk and the door, but that door’s not 
opening until | have an answer. 


Heat rises behind my eyelids as | shoot flames in his 
directions. “I’m not getting any younger.” 


Rocco strokes his sleeve and | cock an eyebrow as a 
countermeasure. 


“| don’t have an answer, boss. Just that he’s your buddy so | 
thought you knew everything about him.” 


“You can never know everything about anyone, Rocco. You 
know that. Always, and | repeat, you must always continue 
to update your files...on everyone. You, of all people, know 
this.” | purse my lips and shake my head. 


“| sent a guy over a couple days before, but we didn’t know 
about the girl.” 


“You sent a guy,” | say doing something | never do, putting 
the first two fingers of each hand in the air forming air 
quotes. “So your source is ‘a guy’.” 


Rocco’s brain is obviously scrambling to find a logical 
excuse. And my brain is still scrambled because of her. 


“I'll put a file together on her.” 

“I'm already on it. | don’t want you, or anyone, to have 
anything to do with her again.” | pause. “Do | make myself 
clear?” 

He nods. 

“Good, then we're done here.” 

Rocco turns and leaves, and none too soon. 

I’m pissed that | was shaking down Stephan in front of one of 
his children, but what I’m really angry about is that | didn’t 
even know he had two children, and not one. 

And apparently he also has two entrances to his home as 
well. All these years and | never knew he had a back gate. 


Then again it’s not like | spend a ton of time at his house. 
Usually when we meet up it’s just at the basketball court, or 


my goddaughter’s football games or their after-parties, 
birthday parties... stuff like that. 


| pull up his place on Google maps and | see it right away. 
There’s a white picket fence running along the back of his 
property with a gate to the alley. The American dream, 
right? That’s what | am, because if you can make it in 
America, you can make it anywhere. 


But what | want to make, is the dream life with her and that 
starts by finding out more about her, by whatever means 
necessary. 


“Boss, somebody here to see you,” comes over the Walkie- 
Talkie on my desk. 


| close my eyes and shake my head. Hasn’t Rocco fucked up 
enough already this morning? The guy is either stupid, or 
has the biggest balls in the world, for buzzing me on our 
two-way right after | ripped him a new one. 

“Send them away.” 


“But, boss.” 


“Send. Them. Away.” | yell into the two-way before 
slamming it down on my desk. 


“I'm sorry, Miss Smith. He’s not accepting visitors right 
now.” 


Miss Smith? 
| hit the key on my computer which pulls up all my outside 


surveillance, and immediately my finger goes to the screen, 
touching it right where her image is. 


| grip the Walkie-Talkie so damn hard | almost crush it, 
everything about me tenses as | lean forward in my chair, 
my mind and body completely alert. 


| breathe in deep before nodding and smiling as | watch her 
speaking with Rocco. 


| lick my lips and skim my finger along my jawline. 


Bringing the Walkie-Talkie to my mouth before clearing my 
throat. Slowly | depress the talk button. “Send her in.” 


CHAPTER 5 


Sloane 


| can guess how these mafia guys work. He probably already 
knows everything about my dad and his weak spots, but 
apparently he overlooked one. 


Me. 


At least | hope my dad values me, despite the fact that we 
haven't spent that much time together over the years, which 
explains why Stefano didn’t know about my existence until 
last night when he came over to our house. 


He’s surely out to get as much intel on me as he can right 
now. Well, I’m going to get in front of this and try to guide 
the conversation as best | can, which | doubt will be very 
much, but | have to do anything | can to help my dad avoid 
another beat down like he got last night. 


The big guy from the front guardhouse guides me up the 
driveway and into Stefano’s mansion. 


The front doors are bigger than any I’ve ever seen, and the 
chandelier hanging in the entryway, or whatever they’re 
called in these fancy places, is the first I’ve ever seen 
outside my own imagination. 


This guy, with all this money, came over to rough up my dad 
for fifty thousand dollars? His driveway surely cost more 
than that alone. 


Reputation, | remind myself. He has an image to uphold. If 

one guy thinks he can get away with something, even if it’s 

Stefano’s friend, then the floodgates will open and everyone 
will try. 


Speaking of floodgates, | feel more than a few beads of 
sweat run down my back as I try and uphold the carefully 
crafted image of confidence | practiced all night long. 


It’s not working though, because right now I’m a mess, 
clearly in deep water and | can feel the sharks circling. 


“Here,” the big man says, pointing to a thick door that looks 
like it belongs on a big bank vault more than it does inside 
someone's home. 


Before | can even ask him what I’m supposed to do, how I’m 
supposed to pull that thing open, or if he’s going to do it 
himself, the doors automatically begin folding out toward us. 


And as they part, the first thing I see is Stefano sitting there 
on the other side at his thick, wood desk with his elbows on 
the top and his fingers steepled. 


“Miss Smith,” he says, with a smirk that makes me want to 
both wipe it right off his face with a slap and bend over the 
edge of his desk and let him take me from the back at the 
same time. 

What the...? 


My arm twitches as I rub my hand down my pant leg, 
avoiding eye contact. 


Rocco is big, but Stefano is even bigger. 


It was one thing to be upstairs looking down at him last 
night. | knew he was big and broad then, but to stand here 
in front of him and realize he’s taller than me despite the 
fact that he’s sitting down, is completely another. 


My breath quickens as my foot taps the floor. 
“Miss Smith?” 


My shoulders tighten and I jump slightly. This nervousness, 
this fear that he’s putting in me has me on edge. 


| want to turn around and run for the exits, but I’m sure 
Rocco, and Stefano, would have something to say about that 
now. | don’t think the alpha wolf just lets you stroll in and 
out of his lair as you please. 


“Uh huh,” | finally answer, my voice failing me and surely 
making me sound even younger than | look. Then again, I’m 
not completely sure. | can’t hear anything right now, as 
witnessed by the fact he had to call my name twice. | feel 
like I’m in one of those war movies where a bomb goes off 
and everything goes silent. I’m waiting for the ringing in my 
ears next. 


“Please, have a Seat,” he says, motioning toward the couch 
which lines the wall. 


“Okay,” I say, but my feet don’t move. Suddenly | start 
laughing uncontrollably for no reason whatsoever. 


“Find something amusing...Miss Smith?” 


“No, sir,” | say, suddenly finding my legs and moving briskly 
to the couch like it’s a life raft in the middle of the open sea. 


If | can just sit down, and stop my legs from wobbling, | can 
start to calm down. 


My butt finds the couch cushion and immediately the 
fluttering feeling in my stomach lessens. 


My twitching arm stills and some saliva comes back into my 
mouth. 


I’m still a long way from where I want to, and need to, be, 
but just knowing I’m not about to fall flat on my face is 
definitely a good start. 


| just wish time would speed up and this would all be over 
with. 


“What can | do for you?” he begins, his voice gravelly and 
matter of fact. 


My eyes rake over his suit and the first thought that pops 
into my mind is what can’t he do for me. 


He pivots in his chair so his feet are pointed in my direction, 
giving me a view of exactly how wide his body really is. 


As my eyes skate across his shoulders, along the thin fabric 
of his white button down, and across his abs | can’t help but 
wonder what he looks like with that shirt off. | saw him 
yesterday in a white tank top, but | was too far above him. | 
had the wrong angle. But right now I have a completely 
different angle, especially with his legs spread wide and...is 
that? 


Oh my god. His need is visible, the steel pipe in his suit 
pants pointing straight at me as if it’s calling me out to play. 


I’ve heard Italian tailors are the best, but | doubt there’s any 
clothing craftsman on the planet who can sew a pair of 
trousers strong enough that the seams can take the strain 
the steel pipe in his pants is giving that fine Italian fabric 
right now. 


| try and pull my eyes from his groin despite the fact that | 
find my own legs opening slightly right now. 


My feet move to point toward him, my body subconsciously 
squaring up to his... probably to see just how perfectly we fit 
together. 


I’ve heard stories of people who have pet anacondas waking 
up to find their snake lying next to them, sizing them up to 
see if they can eat their ‘owner’. Well, it’s clear from his 
size, and the look on his face, that he could absolutely 
devour me. 


What isn’t clear is if | could fit that snake of his in any of my 
orifices. 


His steepled fingers come apart slightly, before his thick 
digits cascade in succession, starting with his small finger 
and rolling right on up to his index. 

Can | even fit that thing inside me? 


Where have those fingers been and what have they done? 


Wrapped around the grip of a Beretta, or curled around the 
throat of a man, squeezing the life out of him? 


My guess is on both, not to mention inside a whole host of 
women who surely must line up to throw themselves at him. 


“| don’t have all day, Miss Smith.” 


“Nor do I,” | say, steeling my nerves. “I came here to talk 
about my father’s debt.” 


He cocks an eyebrow at me and the sound of the plush 
leather chair moving underneath his weight is the only 
sound in the room. 

“What about it?” 


“I want to work out terms.” 


There’s a long pause before finally he leans forward a bit 
and says, “You're kidding me.” 


“I’m not kidding you. I’m serious.” 


Another pause and then a booming laugh echoes off all four 
walls in this oversized fortress of his. 


“We don’t do...terms...in my line of work.” 

“He’s your friend. There has to be something you can do.” 
“He’s not my friend. No one’s my friend except the mighty 
dollar. The sooner you learn that the better off you'll be in 
life.” 

“And the sooner you learn that life isn’t just about making 
money and these fancy things you have the better off you'll 


be! Good bye.” 


| stand up, not scared of this jerk at all anymore. Something 
about yelling and letting out all my anger after what 


happened and what I’ve been thinking about all night is like 
a surge of energy and confidence. 


| walk across his office to the door. 
“Stop!” he says, like a cannon firing. 
| don’t. 

“| said... stop!” 


This time | have no choice. My body disobeys my brain and | 
freeze in my tracks. I’m pissed at myself, but there’s just 
something about his masculinity that I’m not used to... 
something that makes me fall right in line and | freeze. 


“Sit down.” 
| don’t turn. | don’t move. | don’t make eye contact. 


“You're not getting through that door, Miss Smith, unless / 
open it. Now, | suggest you turn around and go back to your 
position on the couch and talk about this like adults. That 
is... if you are even an adult.” 


“You're damn right | am,” | say, pivoting on my heel and 
marching right up to his desk. “And I won't sit. l'II stand, 
thank you very much. And speaking of being an adult, how 
childish is it of you to offer services to people that very 
obviously have problems? Huh? People with families. You 
don’t have some sort of system in place that stops someone 
with no track record on your website from betting fifty 
thousand dollars? There’s no way that’s legal. No way.” 


“You plan on going to the police?” he smirks at me. “| just 
want to know if that’s a threat or not, so | can laugh when 


you discover that part of every dollar that gets played on my 
website goes right into their pockets. You’re not going to 
find a bit of help from them, or any lawmakers either. My 
business is legitimate, and the only question | have right 
now is are you legitimate, or not.” 


“What the hell is that supposed to mean?” 

“How old are you, Miss Smith?” 

“What does that matter? I’m an adult and I’m here to talk 
business.” | must sound like an idiot right now, but I don’t 
care. When you find yourself in the forest, trapped by a 
wolf, the last thing you want to do is half-step or show any 
kind of fear, even if that’s the only thing you feel. 


“Well, for starters, you can’t enter into contracts if you’re 
under the age of eighteen.” 


“lm not.” 

“Well then that settles that | guess.” 

“Yes it does.” | stomp my foot. 

“Which is both good and bad.” 

| say nothing, not understanding. 

“It’s good, because it means you are in fact legal and we can 
be having a conversation such as this. And it’s bad because 
the conversation I’m more interested in, and the terms of 


your father’s debt, are more interesting to me if settled... 
shall we say around the parameters of the law.” 


He’s trying to guide me into deep water so he can drown me, 
no doubt. But | have to do something to help my dad. 
“What do you mean?” 


“What | mean, Miss Smith, is that you’re young, your feisty, 
and the way your ass looks in that skirt has me thinking of 
another way we can settle all this.” 


| swallow hard. The thought of Stefano taking me, and likely 
breaking me, has goosebumps forming on all parts of my 
body. The man’s a jerk, but he is big, hot, powerful, and 
absolutely everything boys my age aren’t. “I’m not for sale, 
if that’s what you’re implying.” 


“Who said anything about a sale.” 
“You were implying it.” 


“I was implying, by the firmness of your nipples through that 
blouse and the way you look at me, both awestruck and like 
a deer in the headlights at the same time, that this would be 
mutually beneficial, and mutually agreeable. I’m not 
looking for any kind of dubious consent, in business or in 
pleasure.” 


“Is this how you get women? You get them between a rock 
and a hard place and then you grind that rock until they 
have no other options? Huh?” 

“Well, if you must know I’d normally let Rocco take care of 
matters like this for me. I’m not interested in people and 
their petty debts to my company to tell you the truth.” 
Fifty thousand is petty? 


“Well then what are you interested in?” 


a You ox 


“Me?” | laugh, but the nervousness in it is surely obvious. 
“You can’t afford me.” 


“This isn’t about payment, Miss Smith, although your 
father’s debt will be wiped from the books. He will be 
banned from ever using any of my services in the future, of 
course. But like | said, this isn’t about him. This is about 
you. This is about us.” 


“There is no us.” 
“Very well then. | expect payment in exactly one week.” 
“But, | can’t—“ 


He raises his palm and shoos me away. “Good bye, Miss 
Smith. Rocco will show you out.” 


He presses a button underneath his desk and the door starts 
to swing open and Rocco enters. 


| say nothing, nor does Rocco. My car is parked outside, and 
it looks like it’s been washed and vacuumed. It even smells 
good. What the...? One minute later and I’m exiting 
Stefano’s property, and I’m not the only thing that’s 
leaving. So is the hope that my dad’s not going to get his 
kneecaps broken by some wiseguys and wind up being 
pulled from a river ten years from now by some fisherman. 


| pull over and tap my foot nervously on the floorboard. 
Should | turn around? Should I go home? Should I go fora 
drive and think about this? 


I’m too emotional and | realize | shouldn’t be making any 
decisions right now. Wisely, | drive home, park my car and 
grab the mail. 


One is from Eastern Mortgage Professionals with a big, red 
‘Overdue’ stamp on the front. 


| close my eyes, my head falling, and | breathe out hard. 


Today started out rough and is only getting rougher. 


CHAPTER 6 


Stefano 


| slam the baseball bat into the heavy bag, sweat dripping 
from every pore. 


| toss the bat to the side and knee the bag. I’ve taken a bag 
that’s meant for boxing and spent the last five minutes 
beating the crap out of it with a baseball bat and now my 
shins. 


What’s gotten into me? 
Her, that’s what. 


This damn girl has penetrated every fiber of my brain. She’s 
all | can think about and my dick goes rock hard every time | 
think about that feistiness of hers that was on full display in 
my office just now. 


Doesn't she know who the fuck | am? Of course she does. 
Everyone does, but nobody, and | repeat nobody, talks to me 
that way. 


Except her. 


Finally, a woman with a backbone and not one that just 
wants me to put her on her back. But oh would | ever lay 
that little Sloane Smith down on her back and take exactly 
what | want from her, which | know is exactly what she wants 
too. 


Fuck, has she even been had before? Has she been tasted? 


My abdominals cinch at the thought and my pelvic floor 
tightens, sending blood right to the head of my cock. 


How in the hell can | work out when all | can think about is 
working out the pain in my damn balls? 


“She’s gone, boss,” Rocco says. 


“She'll be back,” I say, as | continue to give the punching 
bag the ass beating of a lifetime. 


“You made a deal with her?” 


“What goes on between the two of us is none of your fucking 
business.” 


Rocco raises his hands and takes a step back. “Want me to 
send her away when she comes back? 


“No. | want you to send her straight to me when she comes, 
and l'Il take care of her.” 


Rocco nods and leaves my in-house gym. 
I’m going to take care of her all right... for life. 


Because I’m gonna make her mine. 


CHAPTER 7 


Sloane 
Six days later 


I’ve spent nearly all week thinking of how | can pay off my 
dad’s debt, and that includes the mortgage to his house. 
Apparently he took out a home equity line of credit, but | 
have no idea where that money went. 


Despite hours on the phone pleading with Visa, they arrive 
at the decision that they’re not going to reverse the 
charges. What | do need to reverse is the spiral my dad’s in 
right now. Watching him downstairs in the living room, 
drinking booze as he yells at some poor customer service 
rep is a sorry sight. 


I’ve thought of everything, even trying to rob a bank in 
some small backwoods town. 


Not happening. 


But what also isn’t happening is the thoughts | have of 
Stefano going away anytime soon. 


| watched Goodfellas, re-watched some of the best episodes 
of The Sopranos, including the highest rated ever... season 
three, episode four called, “Employee of the Month.” Am | 
really going to be Stefano’s employee? His sex worker on 
demand. 


The thought both reviles me and thrills me at the same time. 


Paying off my dad’s debt with my... body. How could | ever 
say yes to that? But how could | ever say no to Stefano? 


| even watched some documentary online about girls who go 
to Dubai to sell their virginity for up to a million dollars. 
Those were Romanian cam girls who these rich guys had 
already fallen for. Me? No way I’m getting that much, but 
still... maybe | could get the fifty thousand and not have to 
give Stefano the power of accepting his offer. 


The biggest problem is...1 want to. 


It’s almost like the debt gives me an excuse to live out the 
fantasies I’ve read about on my Kindle, but in real life. And 
have | ever been reading a lot of mafia romances these past 
Six days. 


The power these guys hold...their connections to the old 
country...the fascinating Italian lifestyle and how these guys 
are literally above the law. | want to experience it first hand, 
and doing so while Stefano puts his hands all over me is 
exactly my ticket to that life. 


But how is it going to feel when he discards me after 
however much time? What kind of possible psychological 
trauma might | have if he uses and abuses me in ways | 
can’t even fathom and then tosses me aside like a bag of 
garbage? 


And if | don’t accept then will my dad be tossed overboard 
some small boat in the middle of the night just like garbage? 


With each passing day this becomes less about dad and 
more about me. And considering my dad didn’t exactly fight 
for me when my mom wanted custody years ago...| read the 


court documents...and now my mom’s more than done with 
me, | feel a bit lost. | hate to say it but maybe | do have 
some daddy issues. 


And Stefano, who must be somewhere around forty although 
finding any concrete information about him online was 
impossible, could be exactly what | need right now. 


“Where you going, honey?” my dad asks from the couch. 
He’s taken today off of work to try and come up with a 
solution, but unfortunately he’s acting like the solution is in 
the bottom of a bottle of Jack Daniels. 


“Just out for a drive.” 
“Okay,” he slurs. “You need to borrow my car.” 
“| have a car, dad.” 


“Oh, right,” he says, standing. He stumbles over to me and 
hugs me, at least | think that’s what he’s doing. It’s more 
like he’s using me for balance since there’s not a wall 
nearby. “You know your dad loves ya, right?” 


“I know dad,” | say, and | damn near cry realizing this isa 
man who’s talking like he thinks these are his last days on 
earth. “I know,” | say, leaving out the last part of that 
sentence...what | have to do. 


CHAPTER 8 


Stefano 


“You're not in a position to dictate terms, Miss Smith,” | say. 
Little does she know she is, but still, | have to keep my cool. 


I'd give anything to taste this sweet young thing...to spend 
time with her and get inside that mind of hers...to find out 
what makes her so damn feisty that she has the balls to 
stand up to me. Hell, Rocco doesn’t even have balls as big 
as she does. 


“My body, my terms.” 


“A thousand of the debt a day will be washed away each 
day. That’s fifty days you need to spend here.” 


“Five days. Ten thousand a day.” 


“Don’t be foolish. The highest escorts don’t even pull that 
from our best clients.” | pause. “Ten thousand a week. 
That’s five weeks.” 


“That’s too much. My dad will grow suspicious and I’ve got 
things to do.” 


“Things to do?” | lean back in my chair. “Saving your father 
from...ruin, doesn’t count as something to do? It isn’t high 
on your list of priorities?” 


| just leave the word ‘ruin’ up to her interpretation, because 
frankly | don’t know what it means myself right now. All | 


know is I’m going to come to some sort of terms with this girl 
if it’s the last thing | do today. Hell, l'm so damn sprung for 
her I’m tempted to agree to the five days just so I can put 
my tongue on her pussy before lunch. Hell, she’ll be my 
lunch. 


“Half that. Two and a half weeks and the debt is absolved 
and you'll never let him gamble with you, or any other 
websites that you are affiliated with or know the owners of 
again.” 


| breathe out hard. “You drive a hard bargain,” I say. Always 
compliment the other negotiating party when you’re about 
to rip them off. Fuck | want her so bad she could have 
halved the five days at this point. | need to agree before | 
jump over my desk and plunge my dick into what’s surely 
the tightest, freshest pussy on the planet right now. “Deal,” 
| say, standing from my desk and moving toward her. 


| reach out my big mitt and she looks at it like it’s something 
to be afraid of. “We have a deal, right?” 


Her tiny little head nods and from this angle all | can think of 
is exactly how close it’s going to look when she’s on her 
knees below me, her head moving back and forth as my dick 
is buried deep in her throat. Fuck girl, shake my hand and 
make this official so we can get started before | explode in 
my pants. 


Her tiny little hand reaches out and she places it in mine. 


Fuck me. A surge of electricity leaves her fingers and shoots 
through my entire body. | freeze up for a second and forget 
to actually shake, until she moves her hand vigorously up 
and down. 


“You'll have one week to get your things in order. And your 
father will be looked after while you’re away.” 


“My father looked after?” 

“He’s been drinking heavily lately. We don’t need him 
thinking his daughter’s gone and run off, which might push 
him over the deep end.” 

“You’ve been watching him? Watching me?” 


“Me, no. Someone on my...team, yes.” 


She looks like she’s about to pull her hand away and cancel 
the agreement. 


“It’s just like any debt collection agency. You have to take 
steps to make sure the debtor doesn’t run or do something 
drastic.” 


“This isn’t drastic enough?” 


“We'll see in a week.” 


CHAPTER 9 


Sloane 
One week later 


| run my hands along my skirt as Giovanni, Stefano’s driver, 
navigates traffic. 


| was expecting Rocco to pick me up, but instead this new 
guy, Giovanni, arrived in a long, sleek black town car with 
tinted windows. Thank god my dad wasn’t home to see it. 


| told my dad | was enrolling in summer school at the 
community college and would be staying with my friend for 
a few weeks while the class was in session. It was a poor 
excuse for why | wasn’t going to be around, but as best as | 
could come up with. 


My dad’s pretty checked out lately anyway, so he didn’t 
exactly argue. | think he just wants to be left alone to 
wallow in his pity so he was probably happy to see me go. 
Story of my life. 


As we pull up to a stoplight there’s part of me that wants to 
flee, to just push this car door open right now and run. I’m 
already second-guessing my decision and just wish this two 
and a half weeks were already over, despite how much | 
want to experience Stefano and what he has to offer. 


Giovanni slowly pulls from the light and into the shopping 
mall parking lot where he places a quick call from the bushy 
perimeter. 


Great, this is where he’s going to whack me and dump me in 
the bushes. 


But that’s not the case at all. Instead an absolutely 
stunning woman in high heels comes over to the car with a 
big smile on her face. 


Giovanni rolls down the window, they exchange two kisses, 
and she hands him a bag with a big Armani logo on it. 


And then she’s gone, easily navigating the uneven 
pavement of the parking lot in those sky-high stilettos. 


“Mr. Scaletta requests you put this on,” he says, handing the 
bag back through the open interior window to me in the 
back seat. The tinted window goes up and | realize he’s 
giving me privacy to change right now. The idea that there 
might be cameras in here fills me and | don’t really want to 
change, only to roll my eyes at myself. I’m afraid to change 
in the car, yet I’ve given myself to Stefano for two and a half 
weeks? That makes no sense. 


| open the bag, my mind both on what’s inside and his last 
name. Scaletta. It sounds sexy and intriguing coming off 
my lips. But what’s even sexier is the little black dress with 
the Armani tag inside the bag. 


And the matching shoes that | find when I stick my hand in 
even deeper. 


| slide into the clothes, feeling the fabric hug my skin and | 
wish | would have cut down on the Ben & Jerry’s these past 
few days when | was a bit stressed out at how this was all 
going to work out. 


“Are you dressed,” comes over some sort of intercom and | 
flinch, bringing my hands to my chest, feeling the soft fabric 
with my fingers. 


“Yes,” | say, and the window descends. 


“Mr. Scaletta apologizes, but he said you’re going to be 
thrown into the fire immediately.” 


Thrown into the fire? | don’t like the sound of that at all. If 
this is some sort of swinger’s club or orgy then I’m out. 
That’s not part of our agreement. | may be giving him my 
body, but to him and only him...and he can’t be 
disrespectful about it or hurt me. 


More importantly I’m not giving him my mind. This 
experience is going to change and affect me forever. That’s 
enough of the mental side of me he’s going to get. 


“What does that mean?” | say softly, trying to bite my 
tongue and give Giovanni a chance to answer before | jump 
down his throat. 


“That means he has a charity event and you'll be escorting 
him.” 


“What charity event?” 
“An art auction.” 


My humble background has no response for that so | just go 
with a simple, “Oh.” 


“We're almost there,” Giovanni says. And a few minutes 
later when he pulls up right in front of some incredible 
looking building, he rushes around to get my door and there 


stands Stefano with about a hundred paparazzi right behind 
him flashing their cameras, | Know I’m more than almost 
there. I’ve arrived. 


But in what way, and is it good or bad? 


CHAPTER 10 


Stefano 


| hate all these cameras on her. Not because | don’t want 
everyone to know she’s here with me, and only me. Far from 
that. 


| don’t want those other pricks looking at my woman... and 
that’s exactly what she is. 


Yeah, maybe | ‘bought’ her for two and a half weeks, but 
that’s not how | look at it. | look at it like this is my chance 
to show her what my world is all about, to welcome her in, to 
possess her and see how she responds. To give hera 
chance. 


Fuck it. Who am I kidding? This is my chance to take this 
little flower, watch her blossom, and then prove to her she'll 
only ever grow to her full heights in my garden, meaning 
under my roof and my tutelage. 


Her dad may be a fuck up, but she sure isn’t. The way she 
looks in that dress though. My dick jerks in my suit pants as 
| reach out my hand to help her from the car. 


Giovanni wisely backs away. “I’ve got her now,” I snarl. I’m 
glad he brought her here yet angry at myself | couldn’t be 
the one to pick her up personally. When business calls you 
have to answer, and | had to get some cop tickets to this 
damn art auction even though there’s no way he could 
afford anything in here, at least on his salary. 


| spotted the guy twenty-five large so he can buy something 
for the station, or the chief, or whatever. All I know is the 
guy has an uncle that’s way higher up than he is, and he 
keeps any heat off my back when it comes to the online 
world. Those are the connections | need more than the local 
guys. The feds are what | really need stuffed in my back 
pocket, and I’ve got dozens of them there already. 


Her nervous little shaky hand extends from the town car and 
| reach for it, feeling that same lightning bolt from her touch 
as the last time. 


“Step back,” Giovanni says to the paparazzi. They’ve never 
seen me in public with a woman. There’s a first time for 
everything just like there was a first time for negotiating 
with a woman, for letting a debt slide, for everything she’s 
already made me do. 


| watch as her chest hitches in that dress | picked out for her, 
a black number that will go perfectly for what’s in my other 
hand. 


“Turn around,” | say to her as | carefully sweep her hair to 
the side and fasten a sapphire necklace around her neck. 


Her hands come up, touching it. 


“Oh yeah, it’s real all right,” | say, reading her body 
language. “This is all real.” | pause. “Let’s go.” 


“Okay,” her voice quakes and her first step is a wobbly one. 
| grab her forearm and take her arm in mine as | let her 


balance against the side of me. That heaving chest of hers 
is now pressed against my arm and fuck do | ever want to 


grab the back of that dress, jerk it off and then do the same 
with her panties...except with my teeth. 


| can only imagine what kind of little panties she’s got on. 
Probably some simple cotton thing from Target or 
something. Damn, her innocence thrills me. The idea that 
she’s in a five G dress with clearance rack panties on 
underneath is the ultimate in high-low lifestyle. 


“Over here, Mr. Scaletta,” the paps shout, but | don’t pay 
them any mind. My eyes are locked on her. I’m obsessed 
already and | haven’t even been inside her yet. 


“Who’s the mystery woman?” another questions. | just snarl 
in his direction and he backs off behind the roped off red 
carpet. 


“Who's the lucky lady?” yet another tries. I’m not giving 
them an ounce of information about her. She’s mine, 
someone entirely different than the climbers and scumbags | 
have to associate with in this world. 


I’m sure they’re online already trying to gather ‘facts’ about 
her. Let them. They won’t find anything. | already checked. 


She doesn’t even use social media, or at least she doesn’t 
post her picture. Imagine that...a young woman who's not 
trying to show off, except to post pictures of the latest books 
she read and her personal opinions of them. And they say 
kids these days are falling behind in school. 


She can’t even get enough, reading on her free time. That’s 
the kind of woman | need by my side. One who both 
explores her imagination and has a thirst for knowledge at 
the same time. You have to be sharp and creative in my 


world. And she’s gonna do just fine...once | show her the 
Way. 


And that starts tonight. 


CHAPTER 11 


Sloane 


We're seated in the front row and I’m holding what looks like 
a simple fan for fanning yourself, which of course is used for 
bidding. Stefano tells me to bid on anything | want, but if | 
buy something overpriced or something that doesn’t fit in 
his home that l'Il get a spanking when we get home. 


| try and play off how excited it makes me, yet surely he can 
tell. He has to be a master of reading body language, right? 
Sniffing out lies and Knowing who’s snitching and things like 
that are a matter of life and death in his world. 


The auctioneer reads off something about an incredible 
‘recovered’ sculpture from Donatello and | can’t help but 


giggle. 


“What’s so funny?” he asks, his lips almost grazing my ear 
as he leans over to speak to me. | can feel the heat from his 
breath, his skin, and | swear his jacket as his body must be 
on fire. It’s not hot in here, per say, but the lights that are 
shining on us are definitely not cold either. 


“One of my best friends...her name is Vinessa Dontalli, she’s 
extremely creative, fun, and beautiful and that made me 
laugh when I heard the name.” 


“Well then | guess we should buy this.” 


“No, no. Nothing like that.” 


“Starting at one hundred thousand,” the auctioneer says. 
“One hundred thousand can I get one hundred thousand do | 
hear one hundred thousand,” he mumbles and | feel 
Stefano’s hand grip my wrist and he raises my elbow, which 
in turn raises my hand. 


“Is that one hundred thousand we have in the front row,” the 
auctioneer says, causing Stefano to nod and narrow his 
glance at him. “If the lovely lady will please raise her 
paddle all the way up we'll make sure to know when she’s 
bidding.” 


Stefano’s teeth come out and the auctioneer quickly breaks 
eye contact, looking away. 


“One ten,” comes from the back and the auctioneer points. 
“That prick will not beat us. No one will, especially not him.” 
“Two fifty,” Stefano says, raising my hand again. 


It’s the first time all night I’ve seen someone just double the 
bidding on their own like that, but the auctioneer seems to 
take it in stride... after watching his Adam’s apple move up 
and down his throat as he swallows hard, and not from a lack 
of water as he’s been drinking like a fish all night. 


Not two minutes later the auctioneer can’t find any other 
bids and Stefano takes my hand and leads me to a back 
room. 


“What happens now?” | ask as we stand in a poorly lit area 
behind the stage. 


“Well,” he begins, running the backs of his fingertips across 
my collarbone, brushing my hair to the side as he moves 


impossibly close to me. “They'll prepare our purchase and 
deliver it.” 


“Just like that?” 
“Just like that.” 


“It kind of looked like that famous sculpture of David The 
Thinker.” 


“I was thinking of something myself,” Stefano says, his voice 
somehow finding an even lower octave. 


My heart jackknifes in my chest. 
“Uh huh?” | whimper. 
“That it’s time for me to take possession of something else.” 


“You bought something else?” | ask, Knowing the answer but 
trying to bide time. 


“| couldn’t buy it because it’s priceless.” 
“Priceless?” | swallow. 


“Priceless and I’m thinking it’s never been possessed... by 
any man.” 


“What’s that?” | swallow hard. 


“You,” he says, as he lips come crashing down onto mine. 


CHAPTER 12 


Stefano 


And it begins. 


| can’t even believe | lasted this long. The entire time the 
auction was going on I could have made a bid with my dick 
if | had moved my hands out of my lap. The needy bastard 
would have sprung to attention immediately just from being 
seated so close to her. 


| pull her in closer so her body is pressed against mine, her 
back arched from my grasp. 


Her lips part and | slide my tongue in as gently as possible, 
my need consuming me and I know my kiss is anything but 
gentle at this point. 


| run my palm up her back, feeling her mold to my touch... 
extending the sensations I’m giving her right up her spinal 
cord. She doesn’t even need to touch me to do the same for 
me. 


| tug her hair gently, exposing her neck as | run my tongue 
straight up from her collarbone along that oh so soft skin, 
stopping just short of her earlobe then whispering in her ear, 
“Tell me you want this.” 


“| want this,” she says, and I bite down on her ear. 


“Tell me this is real. Tell me this is more than just our 
arrangement.” 


“It’s...” she doesn’t finish and immediately | want to put my 
fist through a wall. 


| pull back, staring at her, seeing her struggle to catch her 
breath. 


“What’s wrong?” 
| say nothing, reveal nothing. 
“Why did you stop?” 


The sound of highly polished shoes, no doubt, echo through 
the hallway backstage and seconds later one of the staff 
greats us. “Mr. And Mrs. Scaletta, your purchase.” 


“It’s Mr. Scaletta...and acquaintance,” | say. 


“Oh, I’m terribly sorry,” the man says. “I won’t make that 
mistake again.” 


“Me either,” | say, taking the sculpture, but not even 
wanting it now. 


“The wire already went through so we’re all settled. Would 
you like to return to your seats or do you have other plans 
this evening?” 


“We'll be going. Thank you,” | say, doing my best not to lose 
it right here in public. Technically only this guy would see, 
but word would spread fast and that’s the last thing I need. 
Years of donations, bribes, and everything I’ve built up could 
easily be lost. If a cop, or anyone in my pocket, is willing to 
go dirty then they’re just as likely to go back to that side of 
the law again. 


Not tonight. Not on my watch, no matter how rattled this 
little vixen has made me feel...and how real | know that was 
for her even if she’s trying to deny it. 


If she wants to play games well then l'Il show her just who 
she’s dealing with. 


CHAPTER 13 


Sloane 
The whole ride home was done in silence. 


| curled up in a ball in the passenger seat and just stared out 
the window, completely withdrawing from Stefano as he did 
with me. | had to turn away so he wouldn't see that | was 
hurt. But why? This was just an agreement. Feelings were 
the last thing that should involved...and they’re not. Yet. 


But it sure felt real back in that back room at the auction 
house. 


The car pulls up to Stefano’s house and we enter, keeping 
our distance. 


“Your things are in the master bedroom,” Giovanni says and 
turns to walk away. 


“Can you show me where that is?” 


He pivots on his heel and looks back. “Not right now. Mr. 
Scaletta is up there. Once he’s done l'Il take you there.” 


That prick. They’re both going to leave me standing here in 
the foyer until Stefano finishes his shower? 


Wrong. Just a few seconds later when I’m really fuming 
Rocco comes out of nowhere holding an unexpected piece of 
cake. “A small welcoming gift,” he says. “Let me show you 
to the garden.” 


He takes me through the house and out back where there’s a 
romantically lit little sitting garden, complete with what | 
guess are Italian tables and chairs. The design is unlike 
anything I’ve seen. “Stefano will only need another few 
minutes and then you can unpack. Your luggage is already 
in the room,” Rocco confirms. 


“Thank you.” 


Rocco nods and excuses himself and | look down at the 
dessert from the country famous for its food. I’m not letting 
this go to waste, sticking my dessert fork in and taking a 
bite of the chocolate cake. 


Unbelievable. 


Just as | finish off the last bite | smell the acrid scent of a 
cigar. “Rooms all yours,” Stefano says, the big smoke 
hanging from his mouth. 


“How nice of you to let a lady go first.” 


“| was ready to let you go first at the auction, but you didn’t 
want to go...at all.” 


| brush past him, making sure to catch part of his arm so | 
can knock him a little, only to find that bumping into him 
was a terrible idea. It actually sets me off course and | 
stumble before righting myself and continue walking into 
the house. 


My plan just now to show him my anger only reaffirmed the 
size difference between us, and how little control in this 
situation | have. 


| make my way up to the master bedroom and find my 
suitcase stationed right next to a large dresser. | take the 
hint and unpack my things, looking for my pajamas... 
contemplating something comfortable or putting on 
something sexy. 


l'Il decide after my shower, but when I reach the bathroom | 
can’t miss the obvious clawfoot tub in the corner and my 
plans immediately change. 


| go back to the bedroom, grab my phone, and bring it with 
me to the tub. Once | find jazz radio, | then find a place to 
set my phone before digging under the sink for some bath 
scents. He has some, and |’m completely shocked. 


Are these from the other women he’s made similar 
arrangements with? Did he once have someone special in 
his life? 


It doesn’t matter right now. 

Before | know it | catch myself humming along to the music 
and doing some catlike stretches before | slide into the tub, 
closing my eyes with my head tipped back against the edge. 
This is a far cry from the shower I have at my place. 

The soothing sounds of the radio and the bubbles take the 


stress of the day away and despite being in what amounts to 
a stranger’s house | drift away into sleep. 


CHAPTER 14 


Sloane 


| wake with a start, sliding up on the sheets and looking for 
the exit to the room I’m in. 


Where am |? 

My jaw clenches as my heartbeat races and | see danger 
symbols in everything, only to realize I’m in bed... Stefano’s 
bed. 


There’s a note on the pillow next to me with my name on it. 


The handwriting is rough, like a man’s, and it’s printed, not 
in Cursive. 


Good morning sleepyhead, 


You were out like a light last night so I carried you into the 
bed so you didn’t wake up like a prune. 


Please be dressed and ready for me at three p.m. Your 
wardrobe is on top of the dresser. 


There’s no signature, but obviously | don’t have to ask. 


Relief sets over me but | also wonder where we're going 
today, and why Stefano let one day already pass without 
taking me, or even forcing himself on me if he had to, not 
that he does. 


| take a shower, get dressed in my own clothes and make my 
way downstairs where Giovanni is there waiting, reading an 
Italian magazine before quickly jumping to attention and 
asking me what I'd like to eat. 


So Giovanni isn’t just a driver he cooks too? And how come 
there seem to be no female staff? 


| opt for something simple, and Giovanni prepares a 
Cappuccino from a big machine on the countertop along 
with a croissant that I’m guessing had to be delivered. He 
pairs it with a couple eggs and some bacon and I’m in high 
heaven. 


“Mr. Scaletta will be here in one hour to pick you up,” he 
says. It’s only then I notice there seem to be no clocks in the 
house. Granted, it’s the digital age, but still... kinda weird, 
yet not alarming or anything. 


“It’s two already?” 


Giovanni nods and | hustle up with breakfast, wondering 
what we're doing in the middle of the afternoon...and why 
there’s another amazing dress inside a Versace bag this 
time. 


CHAPTER 15 


Stefano 


| tip back a glass of Masseto Toscana IGT in the car, lowering 
my blood pressure before the flight. 


I’m too damn high strung and such a long flight isn’t good 
for the body, even though I’m in tiptop shape. 


The reality is that at thirty-nine years old I’m not a spring 
chicken anymore. The best medicine is preventative 
medicine. The best wine is Tuscan. And the best thing to 
make me feel new again is the woman at home in my bed. 


Leaving her there was damn hard this morning, but I had a 
meeting | had to take. And take, is exactly what | wanted to 
do last night. 


| put those bubble bath scents under the sink hoping she’d 
find them and she did. | wanted her to have all the time she 
needed to acclimate to my place, and the best way to do 
that was to step back and let her explore for herself... 
especially considering what happened when | first tried to 
kiss her. 


We've got two and a half weeks together, and one of those 
days is already gone. We're going to lose another with the 
flight and the jet lag, but this has to happen. 


There are things she needs to see and people she needs to 
meet...and people who need to meet her. 


| may be the boss here Stateside, but technically I’m an 
underboss... at least until Alessandro passes, and at ninety- 
three that could be any day. 


He’s still sharp as a tack and wants to know why | forgave 
fifty thousand from one gambler. | have to explain, but just 
like the old adage they tell authors I’d rather show than tell. 


And when he sees why he’s going to know immediately. 


The car pulls up to my place and | feel my chest tighten just 
as it does every time I’m about to see her. | feel 
goosebumps, something | didn’t even know | was capable of, 
and as we move up the driveway and | see her standing in 
front of my house, ready to go like it’s her first day of school, 
| want to wife her right then and there. 


Calm down, Stefano. 


There are traditions and customs that must be honored, and 
people as well. 


And that starts with her and showing her what this life is all 
about. 


CHAPTER 16 


Sloane 

The next morning 
| awake as our private charter touches down in Palermo, 
Italy. It only then hits me that I don’t even have a passport, 
yet somehow | was able to leave the States without getting 
stamped out. 
“Stefano, | don’t like this.” 
“What?” 


“You took me out of the country without telling me, without 
a passport, and basically kidnapped me.” 


“Everything’s going to be fine.” 


“| don’t want to hear that. | want to see a passport with my 
name on it and a stamp in it.” 


“You will.” 

“An American one.” 

“As | said. You will,” he says, standing and offering me his 
hand to help me up and out of the plane. | just stare at it as 


| open my mouth and begin to speak, then pause to collect 
my thoughts. 


My eyebrows draw together as | try and come up with a 
decision here. 


“Are you Okay?” he asks. 
“No, I’m not okay.” 


“I can turn the plane around and have you back in the 
States by dinner time if you don’t want to join me.” 


“How do I know you're not bluffing.” 


“Jack,” his voice booms, and the pilot who was just stepping 
off the plane turns. 


“Yes, Mr. Scaletta.” 
“We're turning around and going back.” 


“Yes, sir,” he says and takes his foot off the ladder and goes 
back into the cockpit, immediately checking the gauges. 


“You can put your seatbelt back on and Jack will take you 
back,” Stefano says. “I wish you a nice flight.” 


He turns toward the door and I want to punch him. | listen to 
the sound of his big body descending the stairs and the 
sound of the plane engines firing back up. 


“Wait,” | yell, unbuckling my seatbelt and chasing after him. 
He turns on the tarmac and waits for me to descend the 


stairs. | can’t lie, | feel like a movie star even though I’m 
hurrying. 


Stefano waves a finger back to Jack, who’s now standing in 
the doorway and then nods in acknowledgement. 


As the chauffeur opens the door to the car that’s waiting for 
us | hear the plane engines go silent. 


| feel like the girl who’s too stupid to live, but I also feel more 
alive than | ever have. 


I’m clearly in Italy, and on an adventure like none I’ve ever 
experienced. 


My dad is back home, safe, and his debt is going to be paid 
off...although those payments haven’t even started yet. 


This is still weird and I’m still on high alert, but something 
here just feels so right and | may never get a chance to 
experience anything like it again...so I’m going to roll with 
the punches and see where it takes me. 


CHAPTER 17 


Stefano 


We arrive at the house a full hour ahead of schedule, which 
explains the note in the kitchen that the caretaker took 
Alessandro for a walk. I’m surprised we didn’t see him on 
the country road that leads in, but we will soon enough. 


And I’ve seen enough of Sloane to drive me absolutely wild. 


| watch as she steps out back onto the covered area where 
we'll all have lunch in a couple hours, running her finger 
down the table that overlooks our vineyard. 


“What a view,” she says under her breath. My eyes fixated 
on her, | completely agree. 


And it’s a view | have to take in. | can’t wait two hours to 
eat, especially when I need to feast right now... on her. 


My head lifted high | thrust my chest out subconsciously and 
close the space between us. 


Feeling my body heat behind her she turns and | grab her by 
the arms, pulling her in close, staring right down at her as 
the breeze off the Tyrrhenian Sea skates across her skin, 
moving her blonde hair off her shoulders and exposing that 
swanlike neck of hers. 


“Have you ever been with a man before, Sloane?” 


She swallows hard and my cock jumps in my pants. Tell me 
no, baby. Tell me no. 


“That’s private.” 


“What we’re going to share here, and back in the States is 
private too.” 


“Why do you want to know?” 

“| don’t want to know. | need to know.” 

“Why?” she continues. She’s not going to give up this 
information easily. | like it. My whole life revolves around 


getting information and not giving it. 


“I want to know I’m the first, and | want you to know I’m 
going to be the only.” 


“Only?” she mouths so silently it’s just barely audible. 
“Only,” | repeat. 


“But this is just an...arrangement, and indecent proposal 
that | had to accept.” 


“Had to accept, or deep down you wanted to accept it?” 
She says nothing. 

“Tell me, beautiful.” 

“|... 1..was Curious.” 


“About what?” 


“You. This. What might—” 


“Not what might happen. What can happen. What will 
happen. What will be.” 


Everything about her is frozen, her eyes wide as she doesn’t 
know what to say or do. 


Good, because l'm all about taking charge and leading the 
way and this time | can’t be stopped. 


In one fluid move I grab her with one arm, pulling her 
perfect body into mine and kiss her hard as | sweep the red 
and white checkered tablecloth off the edge of the hundred 
or more year old table with the other. 


She gasps into my mouth, but it’s not enough. | want to 
hear it from her this time. | need the answer | want or I’m 
going to go absolutely insane, more so than | already am. 
“Tell me you want this,” | growl into her mouth. 

“| want it. | want you.” 

| grab her ass hard, lifting her off the ground and sitting her 
down at the edge of the table, sliding her dress up with my 
hands. 

| pull my lips from hers, feeling the void but needing to see 
her face, her reaction, as | trail one finger down her cleavage 
as | stare into those eyes that are as blue as the sea we'll be 
swimming in tomorrow. 


“Tell me I’m the first to taste you.” 


“| don’t want to say,” she says innocently. 


“Just tell me the truth, even if it’s not what | want to hear.” 

| can’t tell if she’s even breathing right now. | Know I’m not. 
“It is what you want to hear.” 

“What is?” 

“My answer.” 

“Tell me your answer.” 

“No,” she demands. 

My hands find her hips jerking down her panties as her 
hands find the table as she leans back, her back arching and 
her legs wrapping around my back. 

It’s too much, and like an animal | bury my face in her chest, 
mouthing her breasts through the fabric before | jerk her 
dress up mid stomach and get on my knees, pulling her 
forward to the very edge of the table as | slide her panties 
down her legs and past her stilettos before staring down her 
glistening pussy. 

“You're so fucking wet for me. So ripe.” 

“Uh huh.” 

“Tell me where you want me to put my mouth.” 


“There,” she says, motioning with her head toward her groin. 


“Say it, naughty girl.” 


“On my...” 
“Where?” | growl. 
a My pussy.” 


| dive in head first, licking straight up her folds, drawing a 
loud moan from her and immediately her body twitches and 
her hips buck as she explodes in my face. 


All it took was one touch of my tongue to set this girl, my 
girl, wild and now I’m drinking from her fountain as she 
spews like the finest of wines right into my mouth. 


And l'm going to drink every last drop. 


Her ass tightens on the wood below, her glutes flexing as 
she shoves her pussy into my mouth and | lap up her creamy 
goodness. 


“You taste as amazing as you smell,” | moan into her channel 
and her hips buck wildly again, as she continues to unload 
onto my tongue, which is laid out like a red carpet for her 
sticky sweetness. 


The sound of the heavy, wood, front door closing startles her 
and she grabs for the fabric of her dress, yanking it down 
over my head. 


| slide back and out and help her off the table, as | grab for 
the tablecloth, trying to get it back on the table as it was. 


She dives for her panties, sliding into them just as 
Alessandro is wheeled out back where we are. 


“Stefano!” he yells, in true Italian form. 


| go to him, kissing him on each cheek before greeting his 
caretaker Monica. 


“And this must be Sloane,” he says, pronouncing her name 
like Sloan-ay, with his Italian flair. 


She turns her body to the side like a nervous little girl and 
then moves toward Alessandro, offering her hand. 


“That’s not how we do it here, sweetheart,” he says, showing 
her that he may be wheelchair bound and ninety-three, but 
that doesn’t mean he’s not as strong as an ox with the grip 
of a blacksmith to match. 


Her body jerks towards his and she smiles as he kisses her 
on each cheek. If it were anyone else I’d feel jealous, but 

the laughter that comes from her after his strong greeting 
has me smiling. 


| never smile, but there’s something contagious about the 
smile from my woman. 


And now that I’ve tasted her, and made her climax in my 
face, she is indeed mine. 


Because as much as | wanted it, needed it, the most 
important thing is her words... 


She wanted it too. 


CHAPTER 18 


Sloane 


| can barely focus during lunch and it’s not because of all 
the Italian accents. Stefano’s has gotten even thicker since 
we arrived, but I’m not complaining at all. 


Stefano makes a joke that if you cut an Italian’s hand’s off 
they can’t talk. It’s true. Everyone is so expressive, not just 
with their tone, but with their body language too. | get to 
see Stefano in a bit of a new light too. He seems more 
relaxed, and more expressive himself, here too. 


I wonder which side of him is the real Stefano. The one 
who's calm cool and collected back in the States, or the one 
who seems more at ease here in Sicily? 


| Know one thing for sure, my blood pressure has certainly 
dropped since he absolutely drove me wild on the table 
where we're currently enjoying a lunch that’s now pushing 
three hours. 


Finally, | understand this whole Mediterranean lifestyle thing 
and how it works. In the west scientists are trying to find all 
the secrets, but the secret is exactly the reverse...don’t try 
and find it. Just let it, and the day, come to you. Don’t be in 
a rush. Enjoy. Relax. Heck, drink wine and smoke 
cigarettes if you want, although no one here is smoking. It’s 
all about stress free living, and the worries from back home 
are starting to melt away. 


“I'll get everything cleaned up. You and Sloane probably 
want to get some proper rest after your flight I’m guessing?” 
Monica asks Stefano. 


“Yeah, we'll be heading upstairs,” he confirms, without 
mentioning anything about rest. That slow, hungry manner 
to him returns and he motions for me to stand, which | do. 


| don’t like being told what to do, but | do need to stretch my 
legs after sitting so long. Not to mention I’m curious in just 
what kind of way he’s planning on stretching my legs 
upstairs. 


He takes my hand in front of Alessandro, whose eyebrows 
raise. It’s not lost on me that this is no small gesture. 


Leading me upstairs and into what appears to be the master 
bedroom, I’m a bit surprised that it’s not occupied by 
Alessandro. And I’m even more surprised by the elevated 
view of the vineyard from the window. 


This is truly paradise. | didn’t even know there were 
vineyards in Sicily, thinking they were mostly all located in 
Tuscany. And right now I can clearly feel that Stefano is 
located right behind me. 


He doesn’t even have to say anything, to breathe hard, to 
move at all. | can literally feel his presence as his hands find 
my shoulders and I jump slightly before melting into his 
touch. 

“Is that what I think it is?” | motion to the wall. 


“It depends on what you think it is.” 


| smile, feeling his lips find the side of my neck and my eyes 
close. 


“It looks a lot like the Nativity with St. Francis and St. 
Lawrence, which is also known as The Adoration.” 


“You know your art,” he says, his hands sliding the strap of 
my dress to the side so he can kiss my shoulders. 


“It was in a book | read, but | also know...it was stolen back 
in the 1960's from Palermo, Sicily... which is where we are 
now.” 


“Reported stolen for insurance, but it was gifted to 
Alessandro for his... protection, but not in the way you 
think.” 


“Tell me how I’m thinking.” How in the world did they shake 
down a place into handing over a painting from 1609 by 
Italian Baroque master Caravaggio? It’s nearly six square 
meters, and if | remember correctly it was supposedly 
removed by two thieves. 


“You're thinking it was protection as in if they don’t hand it 
over we'll rough them up.” 


“I might be thinking that.” 


“It was actually the opposite. The museum needed money 
and other families were trying to make a move down here in 
Sicily. We weren't having that, and neither were they... so 
we came to an agreement.” 


“An agreement, huh? Seems like you’re pretty good at 
those.” 


“The best. And I have another proposal for you to agree, or 
not, on.” 


“Which is?” 


The painting is so large it’s only then I realize it’s actually 
hanging from ropes. Stefano’s hands come off my body and 
| miss his touch already. He moves toward the wall where 
there is some similar rope to the one holding the 
Caravaggio. | love the rustic look of this place, which 
perfectly matches the exterior of the home and the 
landscape. Ropes to hang a twenty million dollar painting. 
Who would have thought? 


Stefano wraps the rope around his massive shoulder and 
elbow and comes back over to me. 


“You ever play... what’s the American word...leapfrog as a 
child?” 


“Sure, who hasn’t?” 

“But have you ever played it as an adult?” 
“An adult?” 

“Clothes. Off,” he commands. 


| turn, taking a step away from him looking at him and the 
rope wondering just what he’s thinking. 


And | sure as hell Know what I’m thinking. | want more than 
just his tongue inside me this time. | want the whole thing. 


| wiggle my hips wide as | slide out of my dress, watching 
Stefano’s trousers tint and his breath shorten, and toss it on 


the bed. | feel so damn powerful standing here in my white 
panties and matching bra. They may be from the Target 
discount rack, and one hundred percent cotton, but the way 
he looks at me makes me feel like it’s the finest spun silk 
from an Italian fashion house like Gucci, Prada, Fendi, 
Armani, or one of the many others. 


“All of them,” he says, his words rushed, but his voice still 
deep and domineering. 


| bring my hands around my back and unhook my bra, 
carefully taking it off, but covering my breasts with my 
hands. 

“Don’t be shy. Show me what’s mine.” 

“What you paid for?” 

“Did | pay for this...or do you want this?” 


| freeze, Knowing the truth and knowing there’s no way | can 
slide anything but the truth past Stefano. 


“Tell me.” 

“|...want this.” 

“Then show me.” 

| slowly move my hand away feeling like there are a million 
things wrong with my body, and if | had to choose | might 
even start with my breasts. But the look in Stefano’s eyes 


tells me he finds them to be... 


“Perfection,” he growls. “Mine. Panties.” 


| slowly slide out of my already soaked panties, which are 
glistening wet and would probably stick to the wall if | 
tossed them against it. 


“My turn,” he says, unbuttoning his shirt to reveal a Julius 
Caesar tattoo over one pectoral muscle and another figure 
over the other. He’s completely inked and I’m completely 
his. 


Seconds later he’s down to his underwear, never breaking 
eye contact with me as he undresses. When he slides down 
his Armani briefs his dick springs up like a diving board but 
it doesn’t return to it’s horizontal position. It’s completely 
vertical, and the head of his cock is higher than his belly 
button. 


“See what you do to me?” 
| nod the smallest amount possible. 


“See what only you’re able to do to me and no one else in 
the fucking world?” 


| do nothing, except take in the sight of his massive member 
and wonder how in the world that thing’s going to fit inside 
me. 


“And now you're going to see what it’s like to be mine.” 


He moves closer toward me, grabbing me by the hair and 
kissing me hard as he leads me to the bed. His grip is firm, 
possessive, and even territorial. | definitely feel it, but | 
want to feel it. | want to feel alive, and Stefano is definitely 
delivering that. 


When we reach the edge of the bed he motions for me to get 
on, but in the direction of the foot of the bed and not the 
head, and when | don’t he slaps my ass hard. 


“You don’t turn around faster and | swear | could come right 
now...or spank you again.” 


“Promise?” 
“| guar-an-fucking-tee both.” 


| get into position, my breathing hitching as | wonder what 
he’s going to do next. He backpedals to where he was 
standing, never taking his eyes from mine as he grabs the 
rope and comes back to me. “Time for leapfrog,” he says. 


I’m on all fours and his hand slides in-between my legs. | 
feel dirty, naughty, and completely turned on at the fact 
that he’s literally staring right into my asshole right now. 


He wraps the rope around one of my ankles, tying it firmly as 
the feeling of the rough material it’s made from slides over 
my skin. 


He leans forward, grabbing my my wrists in one hand and 
brings them together, jerking them from the bed and back 
through my legs. My head falls to the bed and | taste the 
sheets. 


| crane my neck to look back at him, watching him tie the 
rope around both of my wrists and then my other ankle. 


l'm completely bound, my hands poking back through my 
legs as all my weight rests on my knees and the side of my 
face. 


“You've got two choices. You can watch me, and watch what 
you do to me. Or you can stare at that Caravaggio behind 
me. Either way you're going to see art. And I’m going to do 
my own kind of art on the most priceless beauty on the 
planet... when I paint the inside of your womb with my come. 


Goosebumps cover my skin and | feel my juices drip down 
the inside my leg. 


“That’s right,” he says, staring at the mess I’m making. 
“That tight little hole of yours is primed for me. But that 
pretty pink pussy of yours isn’t yours anymore. It’s mine.” 
He pauses. “Isn’t that right?” 


| nod, feeling the strain in my neck. 


“But first, you’re gonna tell me if I’m the first. | know I’m the 
first to ever see you like this... your ass in the air, your legs 
spread out wide.” He looks in-between my cheeks right at 
my asshole before looking right back at me. 


“See this,” he says, stroking his massive cock out to the 
side, the precome glistening on the tip. “This is what I’m 
gonna put in that tight, little, virgin cunt of yours...and your 
pussy is pure, isn’t it?” 

No more games. No more holding back. | just want him 
inside me. | need to feel him. For him to feel me. 
Everything. 

“Yes,” | whimper and his eyes open wide immediately. 

“Say it again.” 


a Yes,” 


“Yes, what?” 


“Yes, I’m...in experienced,” | say feeling self conscious 
despite being bound in this crazy position and seeing the 
need in his eyes. 


“Say the word... you know the one.” 

“l'm a virgin.” 

“You're my virgin.” 

“Yours,” | Say. 

He grunts, sliding in behind me and running the crown of his 
cock through my folds. | damn near explode right then but | 
focus on breathing and manage to hold back, despite my 
pussy acting like a sucking vortex, trying to pull him into my 
world. 

One hand comes down hard on my ass and | lunge forward, 
more pressure being put on the side of my face and | fucking 
love it. Am I going to be sore tomorrow? Damn, right. Every 
part of me and I’m going to love every second of it as | 
remember this then, and for the rest of my life. 


He kneads my ass cheek like it’s spaghetti dough and 
continues working his crown up and down my folds. 


| stiffen my face and try to push back onto his dick, willing 
him inside me. 


“You think you’re ready for all this dick?” 


“Uh huh,” | cry out. 


“Good, because I’ve been ready to give it to you since the 
moment I laid eyes on you.” 


In one motion his hand slides from my ass to my hip and his 
other hand takes my other hip and he thrusts into me... 
every last inch. 


My whole world goes still and the prick of pain feels oh so 
damn good. | was so wet for him, but still... his cock is one 
helluva load. 


| look back at him, his eyes closed and everything about him 
still. He’s framed from behind by that incredible painting. 


And then slowly he starts to work in and out of me, and | feel 
dizzy, followed by intensely alert. | can’t control anything 
about me right now as his hips thrust faster. 


“Look at the painting!” he yells. 


“Uh huh,” | moan as he takes me over and over and over 
again. 


“You see that angel? That woman? That baby?” 
“Yes,” | whimper as | feel my climax approaching. 


“That’s you. My angel. My woman. And the mother to my 
baby when | fill you with my seed.” 


“Fill me!” | yell and through gritted teeth he growls as the 
feeling of his balls smacking up off my underside stop and 
his entire body freezes as he rotates his hips down and up, 
squeezing his glutes as he finds another level of depth 
inside me, hitting my cervix before he explodes inside me... 
sending me right into complete bliss of my own. 


“Uh huh! Uh huh! Uh huh! I’m still coming!” | whimper as 
a tear leaves my eyes. 


He just growls in rapid succession, looking down at me, his 
face locked on mine as my virginity doesn’t just fade away... 
it’s completely taken, by him. 


Seconds later he falls to the side of the huge bed, his dick 
inside me, taking me with him. 


I’m lying on my side, my hands still tied together and bound 
to my ankles. There’s a good foot between each ankle and 
my hands and now | probably look absolutely ridiculous, but 
| feel like pure bliss. 


Quickly, he unties me, his cock still pulsing inside me. 

| rub my wrists, looking at the redness. 

“That will go away, but the memory never will.” 

| smile. “Good.” 

“And when I say the memory, | mean our memory... because 
I’m never going to forget the time | first claimed the mother 
of my unborn children.” 

His words hit me in the chest like a freight train. Suddenly 
it’s just too much, but before | can go to the bathroom or 
somehow give us some distance, and me some time to 
process what just happened, he pulls me in tight, pushing 


my head into his chest. 


And with that, there’s no need to process anything, just 
feel. And this feels so perfect, so right. 


Too bad it’s just an arrangement, and not meant to last. 


CHAPTER 19 


Sloane 
The next day 


After that mind-blowing experience Stefano and | fell asleep, 
woke up in the middle of the night for more fun and then 
passed out again. 


When I woke up this morning Stefano was gone yet again, 
but it wasn’t a bad thing. 


| spent the morning just walking around the vineyard, 
adjusting to the time difference, and then in the afternoon 
went to the beach. 


Mondello, the beach | went to, is a beautiful white sand 
beach with different colors running from deep blue to 
turquoise. After working on my tan, | walked around 
discovering that one side of the beach features a bunch of 
delightful cafés where | was able to buy delicious, locally 
grown food at really low prices. 


Then | rented an umbrella and lazied away even more of the 
day. These Europeans sure know how to live. 


When I get home there’s a box, with a dress inside of course, 
and a note to be ready at seven. 


Five minutes before seven, Stefano arrives dressed in a linen 
suit and together we go to the Palermo Cathedral Piazza, 


where apparently there’s some private gathering. 


| love how it has such a family vibe to it. The older people 
are well respected and revered, yet there are so many little 
kids playing freely as well. Stefano introduces me to all 
kinds of people, although he doesn’t give me any sort of 
title... not even ‘friend’, which leaves me wondering just 
what we are. 


What happened last night certainly wasn’t emotionless from 
either of our sides. Sure, we have an arrangement, but that 
far surpassed it. | told myself he could have my body, not 
my mind, but I’m quickly losing that battle. He’s getting all 
of me, and I’m not so sure if | like that or not. 


It’s only temporary, | remind myself, despite how enjoyable 
this is. 


Stefano whispers in my ear that my dad is watching TV. | 
laugh. Of course he is. In a way | don’t like him snooping on 
my dad, but it’s good to know he’s safe and sound back 
home...and not causing any more damage to his bank 
account... whether it’s technically his or not. 


“| have to run off for a bit. Business,” he follows up. 
“Okay.” 
“You gonna be okay by yourself?” 


“Yeah, everyone’s friendly and these kids are playing bocce 
ball, so | can have a lot of fun.” 


“You like kids, don’t you?” he pauses even though | see 
another man who seems to be impatiently waiting on him 
just ten feet away. 


“I never really thought about them, but yeah...the idea’s 
kind of warming on me.” 


“| just meant kids in general,” he winks, his hand sliding 
along my back as he walks away yet keeps his eyes on me 
until he reaches the man | picked out as his business 
associate. 


Damn, he’s right. He did just mean kids in general. I’m the 
one who extrapolated it into meaning my kids. Is my mind 
really in that place? Did that talk in the bedroom when he 
possessed me for the first time really have that much 
meaning behind it, or was it just dirty talk? 


| need to grow up. I’m dealing with a man here, an older 
man who's probably ready to start a family of his own. The 
more | think about it, maybe that’s part of what this trip is all 
about...to see how well | interact with everyone. 


Am | ludicrous? Would he really do something that quickly, 
after just having met me? 


| know there’s the one, so to speak, but is that a feeling that 
happens to men? | thought it was more a fantasy that’s sold 
and packaged to women like me. 


Maybe the pill that’s hardest to swallow is the fact that | 
know that’s exactly what did happen to me when it came to 
Stefano. | do really like him and maybe I’m afraid to admit 
he likes me too...and what the ramifications could be. 


| shake my head and wander around the piazza a bit, 
noticing the looks and a few stares from some of the other 
women. | wouldn’t say they’re rude as much as they’re 
Curious. 


Stefano does live in a very peculiar society so | can only 
imagine bringing someone in who’s not Italian, not 
connected, and as young and perceived as naive as me must 
not sit well with a lot of the people here, whether they show 
it directly, indirectly, or not at all. 


Surely there will be some conversations between guests 
when they get home tonight. 


| remind myself of that and try and keep my back straight, 
my chin held high, and just focus on having fun with these 
playful kids. Who doesn’t like kids and having fun, seeing 
the sparkle in their eyes, and remembering when you were 
the one who ran around on those hot summer nights? 


Granted | didn’t do it on such a beautiful island with an 
ocean breeze, surrounded by amazing architecture, but 
still... some things are universal. 


“He’s a rambunctious little boy. | think that’s how you say it 
in English,” a voice says from behind me. 


| look up at the clock tower and notice an hour has already 
passed since Stefano went off to take care of ‘business’. 


| rock back on my heels and look away, deciding not to turn 
and face the person talking. | subconsciously chew on the 
inside of my cheek to keep from speaking. 


Why am I being like this? Everyone here’s fine, and they’re 
all connected. | need to talk to people to both win them 
over and make Stefano look good. It’s not good for him if 
I’m rude to people or ignore them. | have to remind myself 
that this is part of our arrangement. 


It’s not that it comes hard to me, per say, it’s just that | feel 
like if | talk to some other guy it’s almost like I’m ‘cheating’ 
on Stefano. How ridiculous. 


“That’s perfect English,” | say turning to see a man who's 
probably ten years younger than Stefano 


The man looks good, but after meeting Stefano no one else 
compares. Like most Italian men I’ve seen so far he’s well 
dressed, well mannered, and has a perma-smile on his face. 
Well, most men except Stefano, who’s so much more serious 
and intense. 


“I'm Giorgio,” he says. 

“Sloane,” | say, and he leans in kissing each cheek. 

“First time in Italy?” 

I’m still not sure if he’s just being friendly or if there’s 
interest there. I’ve heard it’s hard to tell with Italian guys 
and that they’re the biggest flirts in the world. But by 
‘heard’ | mean just from books. It’s hard to know for sure 
based on my very limited experience here, most of that 
spent with Stefano. 

“Yeah, first time.” | pause. “Is this your son?” 

“Yes,” he says, smiling ear to ear. “Lorenzo.” 

“Ciao,” the little boy says in Italian as he looks up at me. 
He’s too cute. | bend down and give him a little handshake, 


but as | stand | see the look in Giorgio’s eyes change from 
playful fun, or possibly even flirting, to fear. 


His lips tremble as his face turns ashen white. | can see the 
tendons in his neck and he starts blinking rapidly. 


His leg muscles tighten underneath his suit pants and his 
body pivots slightly, as if he’s getting ready to run, making 
me wonder what in the world is behind me. 


“She’s mine,” a throaty growl rumbles from behind me, and 
there’s no guessing exactly who it’s coming from. 


CHAPTER 20 


Stefano 


| squeeze my fists so tight my knuckles crack. | can hear my 
own breathing as I plant my legs wide and slide back the 
sleeves of my jacket and shirt. 


Giorgio is a notorious player in these parts, his son the 
product of an affair with Italy’s top up-and-coming actress. 
He doesn’t even care for the boy, just using him to attract 
women at events and parties like this. The problem is he’s 
the son of an older and very well respected underboss and 
he’s untouchable and he knows it. 


Well, not if he lays a finger on my woman. Then he’s very 
touchable, as in l'Il fucking break him in half. 


“Stefano,” he says playfully, knowing he’s been caught red 
handed. 


| nod. “What were you talking about?” 
“Just little Lorenzo,” he says. 


Lorenzo's a good fifteen feet away now and totally immersed 
in his own imaginary play world. 


“Would you care to join us?” 


“We were just leaving,” | say, offering my arm to Sloane. 
She looks up at me and hesitates before taking it. 


We turn and leave Giorgio in our dust. Surely he'll be after 
another unsuspecting victim soon. He loves young women... 
all of them, whereas | only want one young woman...the one 
with me right now. 


“What was that all about?” Sloane huffs. 
“You don’t know him. | do.” 


“I know you were being rude to a guy who was just being 
nice.” 


“He’s not nice. He uses women and dumps them, leaving 
them broken.” 


“You think he was going to use me or something? Like I was 
going to just jump into bed with him in the hour or whatever 
it was you were gone.” 


“Don’t even talk like that,” | command. 


“Why? You’re afraid some of these people you know might 
hear us?” she says. 


“No. Because | don’t even want to think of you with another 
man than me.” 


“Oh ei 


| guide her around the corner and down the street to a small 
one-way street called Via Gioeni. The second we turn the 
corner I’m on her, claiming her possessively as | can’t help 
but pick her up and push her back into the wall. 


Anger rips through me and | want her now, rough, and I’m 
not about to wait. 


“In case you forgot who you belong to,” | growl into her 
mouth. 


Her lips are reluctant at first, but | don’t stop and slowly her 
lips begin to part, letting me in. 


“Stefano,” she moans, and my hand find her panties, pulling 
them down and to the side as | quickly fiddle with my belt 
buckle and fly, unable to get it down fast enough. 


But as soon as | do! waste no time lining her up with my rod 
and lowering her right down onto it. 


She’s wet as the sea and | immediately take her by the hips 
and start sliding her up and down my pole. 


“Fuck Stefano,” she whimpers. 
“Who do you belong to?” 
“You,” she moans. 


“Say my name. Tell the entire town, the world, the 
universe.” 


“You, Stefano. | belong to you. I’m yours.” 

My balls pull up and my abs cinch at her words as my pelvis 
tilts up and | unload my claim inside her, feeling her pussy 
grip ahold of my cock, milking it just before she comes all 
over my cock, coating me in her juices. 


“Oh fuck,” she yells, her body jerking and trembling. 


Some couple turns the corner, laughing and more than likely 
coming from the same gathering we were just at. 


“Go around!” | command. 


The man brings his hand to his face, covering his view and 
they quickly turn and make their way back onto the main 
street. 


She’s my woman and | don’t want anyone seeing her like 
this but me. 


Her chest heaves and her cheeks swell. Knowing | could get 
her off that quick makes me feel primal, even more 
masculine than ever, and more importantly shows her who 
she belongs to. 


Me. 


CHAPTER 21 


Sloane 
The next day 


| hold on tight as Stefano weaves along the E90 highway 
along the northern coast of Sicily. He hits the gas and we 
shoot through a mountain pass tunnel and come out the 
other side only to be greeted by sweeping views of the sea. 


The wind’s in my hair, or at least the part that’s hanging out 
of my helmet, as the Ducati slows down to slower speed. 


“Over there,” Stefano says into the helmet mic, which is 
hooked up to mine, as he takes one hand off the bike and 
points to the sea. 


| look to my left, seeing a mass parade of sailboats. 


His hand finds the handlebar again and he hits the throttle. 
| feel the kick underneath me and wish | was the one 
underneath Stefano like last night. 


After we got back to his villa it was straight to the bedroom, 
where we spent the rest of the night. 


Today, Stefano awoke and told me he wanted to show me 
something. I’m not sure if it’s these amazing views or we 
actually have a destination. 


And l'm also not sure if this is something special he’s doing 
with me, or if he does this with all women. I’m also 


wondering just how far his illicit activities extend as | extend 
my arms around him, holding him tight. 


The man’s midsection is built like a tree trunk, and | feel so 
safe around him. Sometimes the motorcycle goes pretty 
fast, but he always seems in control. It’s never wild 
accelerations and he’s not passing people or going left of 
center. Everything is smooth, fluid, and in control...just like 
him. 


| just wonder how much control I’m going to have when our 
two and a half weeks are up. How can | ever go back to just 
going to college and be around boys my age who spend all 
their time on Tinder looking for one night stands, or ‘Netflix 
and chill’, which of course means the same thing. 


They don’t have the size, the control, the presence, the 
anything that Stefano has...not to mention he’s Italian, an 
amazing host, and his cock fills me with more pleasure than 
even my crazy mind could have imagined. | knew I’d enjoy 
sex once | found the right guy, but enjoy is the 
understatement of the year. 


Because of his size and strength he can throw me around 
like a rag doll and bend me into positions that would make a 
gymnast eating a pretzel jealous. 


And I can’t help but be jealous wondering who else he’s 
done this with, although | don’t want to ask and hear 
something | don’t want to hear. 


Thirty minutes later we pull to a stop in the cutest, quaintest 
little town atop a hill that even Hallmark couldn’t dream up. 


“Where are we?” | ask, as | remove my helmet and take in 
the sight of the snow-capped mountain off in the distance, 


despite the summer heat. 
“Gangi.” 
“Like gang?” 


He doesn’t seem amused, and I guess my attempt at some 
mafia humor needs a lot of work. 


“A gang, but not in the way you're thinking,” he says, 
helping me down off the bike and then taking my hand. 


“What about the helmets? We're just going to leave them 
here?” 


“No one is foolish enough to try and take what’s mine,” he 
states as if it’s simply a fact, without any bravado in his 
voice. Talk about having confidence in your reputation 
alone. 


We walk down some narrow cobblestone streets, older ladies 
above hanging laundry next to potted plants. Wow, this 
place is so beautiful and perfect... but | also notice that it’s 
pretty empty. 


We arrive at a small cafe and the older man that works there 
literally comes out and kisses Stefano’s hand, thanking him 
time and time again, although I’m not sure for what. 


Stefano speaks with him in Italian and then pulls out a seat 
for me. 


The view is breathtaking and | hear the hiss of the espresso 
machine in the background and know that smooth taste of 
Italian coffee will soon slide across my lips and down my 
throat. And of course being Europe, they bring you a free 


water to go with it. | love this kind of charm, simple 
sophistication, and relaxation. 


“What do you think?” 
“Of this place?” 
He nods. 


“| love it.” | pause. “But I need to use the restroom after the 
long ride.” 


“It’s just around the corner of the building.” 


| go to the bathroom to freshen up but when I come back | 
freeze in my tracks, slowly moving back behind the edge of 
the building, keeping my face behind one of the big white 
stones that make it up as | can’t believe what I’m seeing. 


A woman in a red dress is practically on top of Stefano, as 
she’s impossibly close to him, leaning in, which puts her 
torso above his lap. He’s not having it, and he’s not allowing 
it, but he’s not standing, yelling, or anything like that either. 


She points down at him with a single finger as if she’s 
scolding a child. He says nothing, remaining calm, yet he’s 
allowing her to treat him like this...and in public. 


| can barely believe it and have no idea where she came 
from, until she reaches for the serving tray on the other 
table and almost drops it on his table, the coffee cups 

rattling and some of the coffee spilling out over the top. 


She goes to slap him, but he catches her forearm and pulls 
her in close. 


Is he going to... kiss her? 

He doesn’t, instead just staring into her eyes and holding 
her deep stare before he says something through gritted 
teeth. 

She pulls back and he releases her. Straightening out her 
dress she quickly moves to go back into the coffee shop but 
she spots me. 


“Oh no.” | dart my head back, but know it’s too late. I’ve 
been caught. 


My heart racing, my palms sweating, | step out from the side 
of the building and she’s walking right at me, yelling at me 
now. 


“Speak in English around Sloane,” he says, as if he’s already 
told her my name. 


She keeps freaking out in Italian. I’m not sure if she’s 
speaking more with her hands or her mouth, but both are 
going a mile a minute. 


Finally she just stomps and huffs off back inside. 


| make my way to my seat and Stefano apologizes for her 
behavior. 


“What was that?” 
“Nothing. She’s just angry.” 
“Is that your... girlfriend.” 


“No,” he says. 


I’m not totally satisfied with his one word answer. Seconds 
ago a buxom brunette that’s the spitting image of a young 
Monica Bellucci was clearly angry at him. Angry in the way 
of a scorned lover who saw her new...competition? Is that 
what | am? Is this what this is? 


And what was up with that old guy greeting Stefano like he 
was the end all be all? Is that her dad, or maybe her 
grandfather, wanting Stefano back in this girl’s life? 


Hard to say, and Stefano’s not saying anything else as he 
tips back his double espresso. 


Suddenly that cappuccino | was so looking forward to isn’t 
looking so good. 


| stab at it with the little sooon, but eventually just release 
the spoon and stare off into the distance. 


“You don’t like the coffee.” 


“I still have energy from the ride, so | probably don’t need 
caffeine.” 


“You'll need it to explore the city today. That and lunch.” 


“I'll wait, and to be honest I’m not sure if | want to explore 
this city. I’ve seen enough.” 


Stefano downs his coffee in one gulp and stands. “Let’s go 
then.” 


He reaches for my hand, but | just march off back toward the 
bike, climbing on the beast myself before realizing that’s 


going to make it hard for him to get on...to swing that tree 
trunk of a leg of his over. 


But he does. 


And he doesn’t say anything else into the mic on the ride 
back. 


Nothing about what happened, the scenery, or us... or just 
who that absolutely stunning woman was...the one who 
seemed like she had a very vested interest in whatever 
relationship she has with him. 


CHAPTER 22 


Sloane 


We arrive back in Palermo at the villa and I’m still not sure if 
Stefano is angry about the girl or about me. 


“Stefano? Talk to me?” | say as he helps me off the bike and 
then just casually walks into the house. 


“About what?” 

“About what? About what happened.” 

“Nothing happened.” 

“Exactly!” | fume. “We had some sort of day lined up and 
some sort of surprise and now we're back here. | havea 
feeling that whatever was planned is no longer.” 

“That’s right,” he says going inside. 

“Uh!” | exhale hard and follow him in. 


“Will someone please tell me what’s going on?” 


“Let’s go,” he says, turning right around and holding the 
door open for me so I can step right back outside. 


We walk down to the vineyard, and | follow Stefano right 
through a row. 


“You know how long these grapes have been here?” 
a No.” 


“Hundreds of years. Hundreds. That’s what makes them so 
amazing. That’s what gives them the taste. These plants 
have seen centuries of sun, rain, the moon, everything. 
They say nothing and see everything, kind of like me and 
my nature.” 


He continues walking, dragging his hand along the vines 
until he stops. Picks one grape and puts it in front of my 
mouth. 

“Not right now.” 


“Take it. Try it.” 


| reach for it, refusing to eat it from his fingers, and then put 
it in my mouth. 


“And?” he asks. 


“It’s delicious. I’m not sure if this makes sense at all, but it’s 
kind of...fiery. It’s like a lit match on your tongue.” 


“Exactly, and you didn’t even know that’s how we market it. 
See, that’s the thing about us Italians... we’re fiery. And that 
goes double for the life | chose, or the life that chose me.” 


“And that woman that was all up on you earlier today 
looking like a lover scorned.” 


“A lover scorned?” he repeats, before laughing so hard his 
hand finds his belly. “That’s what this is about?” 


“| don’t know because you won't tell me.” 


“| was trying to introduce you to her, but she heard from 
Lorenzo that | made a scene last night.” 


“Lorenzo?” 
“The child.” 
My head cocks back. Why would a child tell her anything? 


“| see the look on your face, but you’re not connecting the 
dots.” 


“What dots, and why was she so angry at me?” 

“Because, she said who am | to point fingers at her for her 
life choices when I’m making the same mistake, her words 
not mine, as she did.” 

“What mistake?” 


“She thinks you are too young, just as she is.” 


“Too young for what? Can you please just tell me plainly 
what you’re trying to say?” 


“She is my sister, the lover of Giorgio, and Lorenzo’s 
mother.” 


| pull back. 


“| was furious when Giorgio said he wanted to separate after 
Lorenzo was born. | wanted to put him in the ground, but 
my sister told me she still loved him and she'd find a way to 
work it out. She pleaded with me, failing to realize that 


that’s his way, but still...she is my sister and | must respect 
her and give her the time she needs. Just like | respect your 
father even though he made a bad decision with his 
gambling choices.” 


I'd almost forgot all about dad, but he just had to bring him 
up. 


“So she’s the up-and-coming actress?” 


“Yes, and that was always her dream so | made it happen, 
telling her to be careful of those snakes in Rome that make 
movies. This is exactly what | didn’t want to happen to her... 
for some Roman hotshot, our equivalent of your Hollywood 
hotshot, to tell her everything she wanted to hear just to get 
in her pants.” 


| say nothing. 


“Blood is thicker than water and if he doesn’t make the right 
choice about his child soon | will have to do what | have to 
do, regardless of my sister’s wishes. There’s only so much 
time a man can have before he reveals that he’s just like a 
leopard and his spots will never change.” 


“And what exactly does it mean when you do what you do?” 
“| think you know,” he says moving closer to me. 


“What are you waiting on then?” I say, still trying to 
understand exactly what’s going on despite Stefano’s 
intimidating presence, although his look is more lustful than 
anything else. Those eyes are burning with hunger and 
damn if it doesn’t distract my thoughts... or make me lose 
them all together. 


“Because | think he knows about my parents.” 
“Where are your parents?” 


“Killed in a helicopter crash...on a sunny day almost five 
years ago now.” 


“I’m sorry.” 


“Whoever killed them is going to be sorry. That’s who’s 
sorry.” 


“It wasn’t an accident?” 


“| don’t believe in accidents when it comes to the world we 
live in. I’m surrounded by the most cold-blooded, 
calculated, manipulative killers on the planet. If for one 
second you think that something might have happened by 
chance, well, that’s the first second you not only question 
the world around you but that others start questioning just 
how much time you have left to live. You show weakness, 
and you're through.” 


“So when your parent’s died you didn’t show any emotion?” 


“Show, none. Feel, yes. And | immediately got to work 
trying to find out who was behind it. That’s also when Julia 
went to Rome. It gave me more time to think alone, and it 
was good to get her mind off things. Unfortunately it landed 
her right in Giorgio’s hands.” 


“But isn’t your sister about my age? How could she have a 
baby Lorenzo’s age?” 


“She’s twenty-five, she just looks younger.” 


“And what about Giorgio?” 
“That’s what I’m trying to find out.” 
“I mean, why do you think he knows?” 


“Because his family also made his wishes come true years 
ago, sending him to be the next great Italian actor...the next 
Marcello Mastroianni.” 


“So his family is...” 


“Yes, connected. Just like mine. And the death of my 
parents only strengthens his family at this time. Not only 
that he insisted that my sister stay in Rome with him that 
day. She was also supposed to be taking that tour of 
Tuscany with my parents, but Giorgio was adamant that she 
not to go.” 


“You think he knew?” 


“He knew something, and that something is what | intend to 
find out...and make him pay for it.” 


I’ve just learned more about Stefano in the last three 
minutes than | have since | met him. 


“You always make people pay, don’t you?” 

“If they’ve done me wrong | must. If you allow them to do 
something to you and you don’t hit back ten times harder 
than they are most likely going to do it again and again and 
again and again.” 


“What about my dad?” 


“What about him?” 


“Once his debt is cleared are you going to make him pay 
some more?” 


“No. He won’t be allowed to gamble with me again.” 


“What if he uses different names or credit cards or anything 
like that?” 


“I've taken steps to make sure he can’t and won't.” 
“What do you mean, won’t?” | swallow hard. 


“| will not harm your father. He’s your flesh and blood and 
that means everything to me, no matter his past choices.” 


“Why does he mean anything to you? Why does he 
matter?” 


“Because we've been friends for years and more 
importantly, now, he matters to you, and you matter to me... 
everything.” 


He closes the distance between us and his lips come 
crashing down on mine just as the sky cracks with thunder 
and raindrops begin to fall. 


CHAPTER 23 


Stefano 


Raindrops find my head and shoulders but it’s not nearly 
enough to cool me down. 


I’m burning up for her. 


Something about telling her more than I’ve ever told anyone 
in my life is more than I can handle. It’s not just the primal, 
physical, with this girl. It’s the mental connection too...even 
if it manifests itself in the physical. 


All | know is we’re so together on every wavelength it’s 
scary. 


Her body melts into mine, before we pull back, racing to get 
out of our clothes as the rain picks up to the point of pouring 
down over us. 


She spins around and grabs a vine and instinctively I slap 
her ass with an open palm. 


She grunts, yet pushes her ass into my palm as I knead her 
globe, squeezing her flesh damn near down to the bone. 


“Spank me again,” she says, and she doesn’t have to wait 
long until my hand rises up and comes right back down. 


Something in me clicks, and | grab one of our multi- 
generational vines, breaking it off and then flogging her 


lightly across the ass with it, eliciting moans. 
“More.” 


| run it up her back and across her shoulders gently before | 
pick up the pace on her ass, each time getting a bigger and 
bigger moan to the point | have to toss it to the side or I’m 
going to come right now, way too early. 


| slide in behind her, mud forming underneath us the front of 
my wet body slams into hers. 


“| want to claim all of you.” 
“Do it,” she demands. 


| place one finger on her butthole, circling it before pressing 
on the tighter than tight little entrance. How I’m going to fit 
in there, and not blow my load immediately, is beyond me. 
But damn, I’m ready to find out. 


It’s raining buckets now and nature’s lubrication is telling 
me what | have to do. Still, | spit on my cock, giving it the 
right kind of lube and then spit on the crown of my cock 
again before putting the tip right there. 


“Breathe in, beautiful.” She does as she’s told, holding it. 
“Now exhale as you feel me enter you.” 


| slide inside her and | swear my whole world flips upside 
down. My woman’s pussy was already unbelievably tight, 
virginal, and mine. And dammit if her asshole isn’t the 
same. 


Mine. 


| carefully work my way in and out, just a few inches, as one 
hand palms her ass and the other slides around and 
massages her clit, rubs up and down her folds and finally 
two fingers slide inside her. 


I’m inside her in all ways and she’s inside my head, and 
every other part of me, forever. 


“I’m gonna come,” she moans. 


“Not until | says so,” feeling my own climax nearing. 


“Not yet.” 

But it’s no use. “Uh, uh...uh...” Her head spins around and 
she stares at me, her mouth open as her entire body 
convulses like she’s possessed. 

And that’s exactly what she is, by me. 

Her pussy latches onto my two fingers, milking it like it’s my 
cock, while her backside does the same to my rod, sending 
me over the edge. 


My hips buck and | unload, my knees going so damn weak 
they become numb. 


She leans back into me, her knees also wobbly and we fall 
sideways into the now pit of mud between rows of grapes. 


My dick inside her still, we both bust out laughing. 


| run my fingertip in the mud and tap it on her nose. 


“Hey!” she says, grabbing a handful and smearing it onto 
my chest. 


Immediately it’s an all-out mud fight, and for the first time in 
forever | completely let go. No need to keep control of any 
part of myself. | just let loose like a kid and | feel free of this 
life for the first time in forever...here, at home in Italy, with 
my woman. 


| sure hope she doesn’t think this is only the two and a half 
week arrangement we have. This is forever. 


CHAPTER 24 


Sloane 


Over the next week Stefano and | are inseparable. He tells 
me all about his heritage and we spend hours upon hours 
talking about books and our favorite authors. He’s 
surprisingly well read, although nothing about him surprises 
me anymore. He’s read Italian authors such as Umberto Eco, 
Dante, Niccolò Machiavelli and of course Mario Puzo. He 
even told me Puzo wrote the screenplay for the original 
Superman movie. | never would have guessed. 


He freely answers my questions when | ask him just how 
realistic The Godfather |, Il, and Ill are compared to his real 
life. 


He says some things are spot on and some have artistic 
license, but two things are always most important. Respect 
and family, and he’s shown me tremendous amounts of 
both. 


He’s even kept a close eye on my dad and sister back home. 
| hate to say it, but it was kind of funny when he pulled up a 
security camera one of his guys installed and | was able to 
zoom in and see my dad sleeping in the living room with the 
ballgame on TV and one of his hands down his pants... not in 
a gross way, it’s just a habit of his when he falls asleep on 
the couch. 


My sister’s been away at summer camp this whole time, and 
of course Stefano’s been keeping a close eye on her too...or 
at least one of his guys is. 


Part of me thinks he’s paranoid, and a bigger part loves the 
fact that he’s so protective over not only me, but my entire 
family. 


| know this is just an arrangement, but | can’t help but think 
about how both of our families might come together, 
officially, sometime soon. 


He is my dad’s friend, and my little sister’s godfather, just 
like in the movie. 


It’s just so strange that | came to live with my dad to get to 
know him better, to go to college, and now here | am in Italy 
getting to know his best friend and totally forgetting about 
the classroom kind of education and only thinking about the 
real life kind he’s giving me...in and out of the bedroom. 


“Prosciutto?” he asks, setting a plate down next to me on 
the bed and grabbing a slice while he stares at my naked 
body. I’m doing the same thing, and I can’t help but tease 
him. “I was thinking about some...salami.” 


“Oh yeah?” He stops chewing and winks. 

“Yeah, maybe a piece.” 

“Why a piece when you can have the whole thing?” 

“Even better.” 

He grabs a piece of prosciutto, throws it against my breast 
and it sticks. | laugh, going to peel it off, but he’s on top of 
me so fast | don’t even know how a guy that big got to be 


that nimble. “lIl remove it,” he says, mouthing it and then 
pulling it away with his teeth. 


He holds it up like a cat holds up its catch as he brings his 
mouth to mine and | take the other end. 


We both nibble our way toward the middle, ending in a kiss. 


Could life get any better? 


CHAPTER 25 


Stefano 


I’m running out of time... not only to make Sloane realize 
that this is real and that she’s mine forever, but to find out 
who killed my parents. 


This trip to Italy has been on the calendar for weeks, and | 
couldn’t change it. | had to bring Sloane but | didn’t want to 
involve her in any of this. It’s just that this was one of the 
few times, ever, that all the major Sicilian families would be 
together and | have to be on high alert tonight, reading 
people and trying to get clues. 


There’s no way that chopper crashed on it’s on. Someone 
was behind it and I’m going to find out who...and make 
them pay. 


Pay, not just because of what they did, even though that’s 
my greatest motivation. But also to pay because now it’s 
time for me to start my own family, with the woman who’s 
mine, and | don’t want anyone coming after her or us ever 
again. I’m going to put my foot down now and end all of 
this, letting everyone know who’s on top. 


My family...and that starts with the woman who will give me 
my first child, my last, and each and every one in between. 


A quote has been running through my mind for the last 
week. It’s Machiavelli, “The unarmed rich man is the prize of 
the poor soldier.” 


My parents were certainly rich, and unarmed that day. Who 
was the damn soldier? It must have been someone low on 
the totem pole, trying to make a name for himself. 


“Quiet, please. Quiet,” Giorgio says as he bangs his glass 
with his spoon. | watch in awe as he takes little Lorenzo’s 
hand and walks over to my sister before getting down on 

one knee to propose to her. 


What the...? 


After all this time now he decides it’s time to claim her? And 
not only that he’s making a big spectacle out of it in front of 
the other families. | know why though. He wants to show 
the two families coming together, or at least that’s how he 
perceives it. l'Il never see it that way. A real man commits 
to his woman first, not after she’s had his child. 


Giorgio has no balls as far as I’m concerned and I’ve always 
had a feeling he was involved in this somehow. His actions 
tonight, making a scene like this when my family is 
supposedly ‘weak’ and is concentrating more on our U.S. 
interests than those at home, only reinforces the intent of 
his actions...or so he thinks. 


We'll never be weak, and once Sloan has our first, second, 
third, fourth, and fifth children, we’ll be on our way. And five 
is just the start. | want at least double-digit kids with her. 
Ten minimum. Hell, | want everything with her, and I’m 
going to give her everything too...the world on a silver 
platter. 


After the scene dies down Giorgio comes over to me 
expecting me to congratulate him and welcome him to the 


family. My sister’s staring at me too, expecting the same but 
neither of them is going to get it. 


“Giorgio, you don’t know my friend Luca, do you Giorgio?” 


“No, | don’t believe we’ve met,” he says, looking away and 
then down. 


“Giorgio, Luca. Luca, Giorgio,” | say and they shake hands a 
bit uncomfortably. 


“Pleasure,” Luca says. 


Giorgio turns to me quickly. “So, we’re brothers-in-law now. 
How ‘bout that?” he says in his best American accent. 


“How ‘bout that,” | say, but I’m not referring to his words, 
but what my eyes just saw. 


Luca is a contract killer, a hitman for hire, and no one would 
know that except the people he’s worked for. The fact that 
he’s here tonight tells me that he has a target. Someone's 
not going to make it out of this party alive. Either that or 
he’s watching someone for a hit soon. 


It’s rare to see Luca, and he’s only called in by the top 

brass. One because he’s too damn expensive, and two 
because he’s so good in tight quarters and at events just like 
this. He can do the job, and more importantly for himself, 
get out, before being detected. He’s kind of off limits 
anyway. If someone went after him surely one of the top 
families would go after his suspected assailant, or killer if 
they were somehow able to knock him off. It wouldn’t be 
reasonable to think you could take down the top hitman in 
the game without serious repercussions. 


Regardless, it doesn't matter. Luca’s the best and he’s sent 
in to take out the best too. 


The only question is... who is it? 


There’s one thing about Luca that sets him apart. He’s gay 
and effeminate, and it allows him to seamlessly slide in and 
out of about any situation because of it. He pretends to bea 
hairdresser in Milan, but really all that allows him is access 
to the world’s top models, who often hang out and around 
the world’s most powerful men. He can gather information 
about sexual preferences and certain fetishes men have 
based on the stories from these girls. And of course if one of 
these top-level guys is secretly, or outwardly, gay...he can 
make his move. It’s even easier if the guy is in the closet as 
it allows a private meet-up and then the guy’s never seen or 
heard from again. Genius. 


I’ve got Sloane right on my hip, knowing there are sharks in 
the water tonight and I’m not turning my back on her for one 
second. 


“Let’s get some air, beautiful,” | say and we leave Giorgio, 
my sister, and Luca to themselves. 


As | walk away | look at the reflection in the big mirror at the 
event hall where tonight’s festivities are being hosted. 


| see the expressions between Luca and Giorgio turn more 
serious and they talk as if this isn’t the first time they’ve 
met. 


As we step outside, | can’t help but admire my woman. The 
way the moon reflects off that canary yellow Ferrari 
Testarossa dress of hers is striking...and it matches her hair 
color. So young. So innocent. So mine. 


“Everything okay? You seem a bit preoccupied.” 


“Just add that to the ever expanding list of things about 
you.” 


“What things?” she says, coming up on her tiptoes with her 
lips puckered as | lean in and give her a kiss. 


“You know me. You can read me. You know me like no 
other.” 


“It’s easy.” 

“How? People say I’m impossible to read.” 

“Because | Know you. And | care...a lot.” 

“And | care about you, and that’s why I’m preoccupied.” 

“| don’t get it.” 

“You will...in time.” | pause. “Excuse me.” 

| step to the side and send a text messages back to Rocco 
asking him to see if he can pull the credit card purchases of 
both Giorgio and Luca the days leading up to my parent’s 


death. 


| return to my woman, chatting for a bit, and feel my phone 
vibrate in my suit jacket pocket. 


It’s a PDF document of their transactions. | split the screen 
view on my phone and scan both documents simultaneously. 


Jackpot! 


Charges at the same gas station, not far from the spot of 
their death just hours before. | knew those bastards were 
lying about never having met. 


| grab Sloane, staring into her eyes. 


“Baby, some things are about to go down tonight that | 
never wanted to expose you to...never wanted you to see, 
but | don’t have any of my men here to back me up and help 
out, so | need you close to me.” 


“Always. Just tell me how I can help.” 
My woman. 


Just a few weeks ago she was an eighteen-year-old kid, or at 
least that’s what most would have thought. Now? She’s my 
ride or die woman who's ready to go not only to battle with 
me, but willing to do whatever it takes to win. Forus. For 
the family we will have. 


| grab her face and kiss her possessively before taking her 
hand. 


“Let’s get a double shot of espresso from the bar. It’s going 
to be a long night, and we’re going to be up late.” 


CHAPTER 26 


Sloane 


Two hours later and the party is still in full swing. Stefano 
appears relaxed, but | know he’s on edge. He hasn’t told me 
what’s going on, but | also Know I shouldn’t ask. When | 
need to know he'll tell me. Until then | just need to be by 
his side, be his, and make sure everyone knows that... if they 
don’t already, which I’m sure they do. 


Stefano hasn't been shy with his displays of public affection, 
claiming me early and often. | love that he’s showing the 
world who I belong to and vice versa. 


Watching other big strong men, powerful men, give Stefano 
a wide berth makes me feel powerful by association myself. 
It’s a crazy rush, and one I don’t want to let go to my head. 
l'm a humble person, but I’m not going to lie... Knowing that 
people are scared of Stefano means they'll never try and 
harm me...l think. | hope. 


The party eventually moves into a small auditorium and a 
man comes out accompanied by a woman. She’s guiding 
him like he has trouble seeing. 

“Do you know who that is?” Stefano whispers into my ear. 


“No,” | shake my head. 


“Andrea Bocelli. Celine Dion once said that ‘if god would 
have a singing voice, he must sound a lot like Andrea 


LAA 


Bocelli. 
“Whoa.” 

“Just wait until you hear this.” 

“You ever seen this guy live?” someone says. 


“Luca got me tickets once,” Giorgio says loudly about five 
feet from us. | feel Stefano’s hand squeeze mine tighter at 
those words and wonder why. Giorgio’s a bit drunk at this 
point and seems to be bragging, or at least letting his mouth 
run, but why not? He did just get engaged hours before. I’m 
happy for him...and can’t help but wonder if Stefano will be 
the next in the family to claim his other half. 


Mr. Bocelli begins a song that Stefano says is titled “Con te 
partirò”, and it’s absolutely amazing. Goosebumps cover my 
arms as his voice rises and when his female companion joins 
in for some reason | just want to cry. This Italian music is 
more powerful than anything I’ve ever heard. | may never 
listen to Katy Perry again. 


| look up at Stefano who is staring someone down, but who? 


Someone moves through the crowd to the side of us, exiting 
the auditorium. “Go time,” he says and he leads me from 
the room. 


| hear the heavy footsteps of a man down the hall in front of 
us, but | can’t make out who he is, even when he turns to 
duck into the men’s room. 


“Put your back to the door and if anyone tries to come in just 
tell them your baby had an accident and you'll be right out. 


Then make the sound of a baby screaming its head off. 
Understand?” 


“Yes,” | say, not about to ask any questions or question my 
man. I’m both terrified and excited at the same time. | have 
no idea what’s about to happen, but | know something very, 
very serious is about to happen and | want to be there to 
have Stefano’s back. 


We enter the men’s room and | hear the sound of someone 
screwing something onto something else coming from one of 
the stalls. It’s the sound of metal threads on metal. Is it...a 
silencer for a weapon? 


Stefano nods at the door and moves toward that stall, 
kicking it open violently and a gunshot sounds and then a 
pistol slides across the bathroom floor. 


My shoulders rise and my entire body goes on alert. 
Suddenly | feel the pressure of the door on my back. 


“My baby pooped himself. Just give me a second.” 
“Is everything all right in there?” a man yells through the 
door. “Yeah, | just tipped over his stroller. Sorry, l'II be right 


out.” 


Stefano has kicked the door off its hinges and he reaches 
around it and pulls a man out by his lapels. 


Luca. 


“Tell me the fucking truth. It was you and Giorgio, wasn’t 
it?” 


“Fuck you!” he says, and spits in Stefano’s face. 


| want to run over there and hit him myself for what he just 
did to Stefano, but | have my own job to do. 


“| need to come in,” the man says behind me. 


“Shut the fuck up and wait your turn!” | yell, not sure where 
that violence inside me came from. | guess it’s like what 
Stefano said one night a few days ago as we laid in bed. We 
all have violence inside of us... it’s a part of human nature. 
It’s just how we choose to repress it or express it, that 
differentiates us. 


Well, | guess hanging around Stefano all this time has 
changed me because | sure expressed it right there. 


“Giorgio’s family wanted to kill my parents so they could 
come after me, and then take over the online gambling | had 
which they could add to that filthy drug business they’re in, 
that my family refused to touch. That’s it, isn’t it?” 

“Go fuck yourself,” Luca says. 


“And then Giorgio hired you tonight to take me out, knowing 
I'd be upset that he proposed to my sister.” 


“You don’t know shit,” he says. 


And immediately Stefano’s had enough, putting his hands 
around Luca’s neck and squeezing. 


“Admit it you son of a bitch,” he says. 


Luca’s face turns beet red and then his legs start to kick. 


| have to turn my head when the heels of his shoes make a 
staccato sound off the bathroom floor, until finally he goes 
silent. 


“Let me in!” the man yells behind me and begins pushing on 
the door. 


Stefano drops Luca’s lifeless body, grabbing something from 
his pocket, and then grabs the gun sticking it in his pants. 


Quickly he moves toward me and puts his back into the door 
and the pushing stops, or he just blocks it all. 


“Go in the far stall and wait,” he says. “This won’t take 
long.” 


| do as I’m told and suddenly | hear the door spring open. 
“It’s occupied,” Stefano growls and no response comes. 


| hear footsteps again, but as | look under the stall | can 
clearly see they’re Stefano’s shoes. 


He lifts Luca’s body and then places him in the stall next to 
me, locks the door, and stands on the toilet before climbing 
out and over the top. Thank god we're in a nice 
establishment with good construction and thick doors that 
support his big frame. Then again, how strong must 
Stefano’s legs be to have kicked in that door? 


| should know... he’s been thrusting from that midsection 
and holding me in his hands with my feet off the ground for 
days claiming me. 


He pulls a phone | haven’t seen before out of his pocket and 
pulls up what appears to be the last number contacted. He 


sends a message and it’s then | realize this is what he took 
from Luca’s body. 


“Let’s go,” he says, and we exit the bathroom as if we're just 
some horny couple who slid in during the performance for a 
quickie. 

“This is going to be quick,” he says. 


But what, exactly, is this? 


CHAPTER 27 


Stefano 
| tap my foot, rub the back of my neck, and twist my watch. 


Yeah, I’m anxious, but not about what’s about to go down. 
I’m just anxious to get this over with. 


| rock back and forth on my heels and shake my head, 
knowing someone’s going to get what they deserve...no 
matter how hard that will be to explain to my family. 


The sound of Gucci oxfords on the cobblestones below 
announces the arrival of my ‘guest’. Sloane is tucked 
behind the side of the alley, out of harm’s way. 

“What is it, Luc—? 


He doesn’t even finish the word as he freezes. “Oh shit.” 


“Bad language and bad choice of who you decided to fuck 
with... Giorgio.” 


“What are you going to do now, Stefano? You can’t kill me. 
I’m engaged to your sister.” 


After | took down Luca | removed his phone and texted the 
last known number with “It’s done. Meet me outside and 
around the corner for payment.” 


So whoever sent someone here tonight to kill me, and 
supposedly finish off my family, as old Alessandro is no 
match for anyone these days, would arrive. 


And as expected it’s Giorgio. 


“So... you wanted to wait to propose to my sister until after 
you killed our parents. That way everyone would see just 
how strong your family was becoming. If my sister, from my 
family, ran to you... well, that would say everything. You 
thought it would weaken us even more and take you to the 
top. You thought you’d take my gambling empire and 
combine it with your disgusting drugs and then it would 
only be a matter of time before you took over the other 
families. See, you forgot one thing. You’re just an actor. You 
play a role and in this case you’re playing the wrong role, 
one you weren’t cut out for. That’s why you went into acting 
in the first place, remember? You weren’t cut out for this 
life, but oh no. You wanted to show your family that you 
didn’t need the favors and handouts they’d given you to 
become an actor. You wanted to be a big boy and flex your 
muscles, show your power. But see, you have no muscles or 
power, which is why you picked on my unarmed parents.” 


The thought of Machiavelli’s words run through my head 
again... The unarmed rich man is the prize of the poor 
soldier. 


And Giorgio is nothing more than a poor soldier. 
But it’s another Machiavelli quote that will set the tone for 
the next generation of the Italian mafia. “It is better to be 


feared than loved, if you cannot be both.” 


And | will never be loved, would never want to, by anyone 
other than Sloane. 


But | will be feared, and | will remind everyone here of that 
tonight when | finish the war they tried to start. 


“It doesn’t matter now, Stefano. Like | said, you can’t kill 
me, and you know it.” 


“You had it all but you didn’t know it, Giorgio. Well, in my 
life, | have it all right now, finally, and | do know it. And I’m 
not going to let anyone take it from me. 

Not you, not anyone. Not now. Not ever. You would have 
killed my sister eventually and my grandfather too. That’s 
not happening, and now you will pay for your sins.” 


| step toward him, but like the chickenshit that he is he takes 
off running. 


| pull the pistol from my waistband, but it’s not necessary. 


Sloane steps out from the alley and whacks Giorgio with a 
board across the shins. 


“Oww! You fucking bitch!” he screams as he rolls on the 
cold, cobblestone street in the middle of the night. 


| make my way toward him and place my hands around his 
neck. 


“You might want to look away,” | tell Sloane, as | begin to 
apply pressure which will be the beginning of the end. 


“No,” she says. 


a No? n 


“I'll always be myself, but something about you...something 
draws me to understand you in moments like these. And | 
know this man, had he taken your gambling business, 
wouldn’t have been so kind to my father. He would have 
killed him, and others like him, for the money they owed.” 


She’s right, but | say nothing. 


“| want to watch him get what he deserves, for what he did 
to your parents...and one day they would have been—” 


“Our child’s grandparents,” | say, finishing our sentence. 
She nods. 


And a few seconds later Giorgio’s takes his last breath in this 
world. 


| take his money and his phone, and toss him in the 
dumpster... where he belongs. 


CHAPTER 28 


Sloane 
One month later 


“| think the killings have finally stopped,” Stefano says at 
breakfast. 


“Not just a break this time?” 

“No, because there’s no one left to kill.” 

“Except us,” | say, taking a bite of cereal. 

“So we win. We're on top,” Stefano says. 

“Always.” 

That last night in Palermo, after Stefano and | did what we 
had to do, we grabbed Alessandro, his caretaker Monica, and 
Stefano’s sister Julia and her son, and headed back to the 
States. The all-out mafia war that ensued was bloody and 
made international front-page headlines. 

I'd suggested that we shouldn’t run, but Stefano said it 
wasn’t about running. It was about regrouping and focusing 


on the new life we had... here, not just back in his home. 


He told me his home was no longer Italy, his home was 
where | was. 


It was beyond weird to board the plane that night with a 
fake Italian passport and then enter the States on a private 
landing strip without any kind of customs. It was like | never 
even left in the U.S.’s mind. 


| think back to how Stefano had kept me by his side that 
night when he could have sent me home early. He’d 
refused. He told me that the safest place was by his side. 
He was right. It was and always will be, which is why | know 
he’s going to make a great father one day. 


And speaking of father’s he’s spent even more time with my 
dad since we got back. He’s been helping him to avoid 
gambling and to focus on playing sports and getting into 
shape, not just watching them and getting an adrenaline 
rush from placing a mortgage payment on them. 


What my dad doesn’t know is... well, us. 
And that’s what tonight is all about. 


We've been back an entire month and have been kind of 
sneaking around. | think my little sister has her suspicions, 
but she hasn’t said anything yet. 


| place the Fettuccine Alfredo on the table and take a seat 
next to Stefano. 


Over the next few hours we eat, we talk, we even drink 
wine. | love that my dad’s not making a big deal about 
anything...then again he doesn’t even know | was in Italy 
and that I’m technically legal to drink there. The idea that 
we've been keeping this a secret the entire time is beyond 
crazy. He still just thinks | took a summer course in college, 
and technically | did get an education... just not the kind you 
can get in a classroom, but a real life kind. 


| love these long meals, this European way of enjoying the 
end of the day asa family. | can’t wait until | have a family 
of my own one day, and we do this for... well, forever. | don’t 
even have my own kids and I’m imagining my grandkids and 
great-grandkids all around the table, and not just for 
holidays either. 


Finally after we've stuffed as much food as we can down our 
gullets, Stefano places his wine glass down, spreads his 
hands out on the table and says, “I have something to Say.” 


| swallow hard, knowing what’s coming next. 


“But, as with everything in life, actions speak louder than 
words.” 


Stefano abruptly stands from his chair, walks over to mine 
and takes a knee. 


“I knew it!” my little sister Sonoma says. 
And | don’t know what to Say... at all. 
My eyes widen and my mouth slacks, as my jaw quivers. 


| suck in a quick breath as one hand comes up to cover my 
mouth as Stefano takes hold of the other. 


My posture stiffens and | gulp. 


Suddenly | can’t stop blinking and it only gets worse when 
he pops the top off of a tiny black box in his hand. 


Sonoma comes running around the side of the table with her 
cell phone held out and the light on recording this moment 


in my life...our lives. 


My lips part and a wide smile crosses my face as | make eye 
contact with my dad. 


He nods, giving me his approval. 
How did he know? 


There are so many questions in my mind right now, but the 
biggest question is the one Stefano asks me... 


“Beautiful, you belong to me and me alone, and | to you. 
Wear this ring, my gift to you, to show you and the world, 
the promise we’ve made to become one. | want the whole 
world to know you're mine forever. From Italy to Ithaca and 
all the way to Iceland...| already know you’re mine. Now 
let’s make it official. Marry me.” 


It’s a statement and not a question, but it’s exactly what | 
would have expected from a hardened Italian mafia man. 


My Italian mafia man. 

And | don’t want him to ever change. 

| want that dangerous side which keeps the wrong people 
out and the right people in, close to his heart which he’s 
given to me and me alone. 

My hands quiver and a spontaneous laughter comes out of 
me for no reason except that I’m so amazed this is 


happening that I’m left speechless. 


Good thing | only need to say one word. 


“Yes,” | say, and Sonoma pumps her fists as Stefano slides 
the ring on my finger and then scoops me up in his arms, 
kissing me possessively, as he always does. 


| bury my head in his chest, smelling the fresh, just washed 
white cotton of his button down shirt and seeing that tattoo 
of Julius Caesar on his pec muscle. 


Cesar may have ruled Rome, but | Know that wherever we 
may roam Stefano will always be my king...and me his 
queen. 


EP ILOGUE 


Sloane 
Five years later 


“Thank you so, so, so much,” Anastasia, one of our guests 
says to me. “You’ve...given me my husband back. Our 
family back.” 


“It’s my pleasure,” | say and Stefano nods. 


Giovanni opens the car door for Anastasia and her family 
and they get in the car headed for Palermo where they'll fly 
to Milan and then back to America. 


It’s another rewarding and fulfilling moment, and thanks to 
Stefano | get so many of these now... although he says 
they’re all because of me. 


After Stefano proposed to me we sat down and planned out 
our best life... but not before he explained to me that he’d 
already sat down with my dad a couple days before our 
engagement and told him everything. And more 
importantly he told him of a concept he wanted to try and 
how he thought he could maybe even help my dad, and 
others like him. 


My dad could see that not only did he truly love me, but that 
he wanted to change the world with me...to make it a better 
place for people with troubles just like my dad had. And 
that’s when my dad went all in and gave him his blessing. 


And here we are, five years later living the dream, and 
making dreams come true too. 


The mafia wars ended almost exactly five years ago and 
they pretty much killed each other off, leaving just Stefano’s 
family as the top dogs. The thing was, that Stefano’s only 
family at the time was me, and together we decided it was 
the perfect time to return to Italy and start a big ‘ol Italian 
family of our own. 


It seems that little town Stefano had taken me to five years 
ago, Gangi in Sicily, was ‘giving away’ homes for free. It had 
been tried in places like Gary, Indiana although technically 
you had to pay a dollar. 


Here it was ‘free’ with the stipulation that the local 
government would give you a vacant home under the 
promise that you’d spruce it up and turn it into a hotel ora 
proper home. Many of the residents have been leaving for 
years and most of the houses were abandoned. Beautiful 
and falling apart, but still abandoned. 


The bevy of fixer-uppers here required that new owners 
present a plan for renovation within a year of purchase and 
those renovations had to be completed within three years. 


As with most things, Stefano’s plan didn’t call for wasting 
any time. 


He proposed to take over all the inventory the town had left, 
converting it into a sort of get-away retreat for those with 
gambling problems. He even paid for their tickets over and 
let them stay entirely for free. He said with all the money he 
makes from online gambling, the profits from the responsible 


gamblers should help some of the less responsible ones, and 
more importantly those that had actual addictions. 


I'd always respected him but when he told me this my love 
for him somehow found another level... mostly because | 
knew it was my love for him that he was sharing, in his own 
Way. 


Okay, not sharing. He would never do that and his gruff, 
rough, and tough exterior was still very much present. But 
he gave back more and became more empathetic and 
community minded. The world didn’t just revolve around 
him anymore, and as a matter of fact, he made sure it 
revolves around me and the kids more than anyone else. 


And with three kids already and a fourth on the way, it’s 
amazing that | was able to complete my psychology degree 
in four years. | guess it helps when Stefano has enough 
money to pay the professors for private lessons when the 
time called for it. But he never allowed them to give mea 
break, nor did | ask for one. | wanted an education in a field 
that excites me more than any other...okay, nothing can 
excite me more than the ‘field’ of homemaker, but that’s not 
something you choose to do...that’s something that chose 
me. 


My kids and my man are the biggest blessings of my life, 
and | don’t know what I’d do without them. It’s crazy to 
think how this all started. 


“We need to arrange to get the girls to soccer practice,” | 
remind him as the sun starts to set. 


“Remember what happened the last time we made an 
arrangement,” he teases. 


“This,” | say, spinning around in a circle with my arms out 
wide. | close my eyes and fall to the side, feeling his hands 
knowing he’s always there to catch. The man can read my 
mind, even knowing when I’m about to fall. 


But | never fall from the pedestal he’s erected for me. And 
speaking of erecting... let’s just say his need for me, his lust, 
is just as strong as the day we met. 


“Sorry, | must be heavy,” | say, flopping in his arms trying to 
get myself back upright. But before | can he just swoops me 
up in his arms. 


“Nope. Light as a feather.” 

“How can you say that? I’m six months pregnant and to be 
honest | shouldn’t have been pulling that falling stunt just 
now. | can’t believe how irresponsible that was of me.” My 
hormones really have the best of me right now. 

“You can fall whenever you want because you have the 
knowledge that I’m always here for you... but yes,” he says, 
leaning in and kissing my stomach. “Let’s be careful with 
this one. She’s going to be special.” 

“You say that about all our kids.” 

“Because they all are. Each and every one.” 


“Why is that?” | want to hear it even though | know the 
answer. 


“Because they came from... you.” 


The man melts my heart every time. | hate fishing for 
compliments, and lord knows | don’t need to with all the 


beautiful words he gives me each and every day, but 
sometimes | can’t resist. 


“And you still find me beautiful?” I’m doubling down now. 
“Knowing all our special children start off in this amazing 
body of yours. You know how that makes me feel,” he says, 
and | can feel his erection pressing into my backside already. 
“Even though these days my body’s a bit—“ 

“You're a lil’ bit, small and mine. And the only thing your 
body was, is, or ever will be is perfect.” He pauses. “Well, 
and one other thing.” 

“Oh?” 


“Mine,” he growls as he leans in for a kiss. 


“| love you,” he says into my mouth and | do the same, 
leading us both into a laugh. 


“Mama. Papa. We need to go to soccer practice,” our twins 
Giada and Juliana say, tugging at my feet. 


“Want me to take them or you got this one?” 

“You can put your feet up. I’ve got them.” 

“You sure.” 

“Or you can go with us. Family time.” 

“It’s not family time without me!” our boy Jake says. 


“Wow, he’s learning English fast,” | say. 


“But he knows the most important word in the entire 
language without technically saying it. It comes natural to 
him.” 

“And what word is that?” 


“Us,” Stefano says. “Because family starts with us, and us 
starts with you.” 


“One for all and all for one.” 
“And you're the only one, who could ever make this 
possible...and for that, and the sunshine you bring into our 


lives each and every day we love you.” 


“Love you, mom!” the kids say, hugging me from below as 
Stefano is still holding me horizontally. 


His lips touch mine, our kids arms wrapped around me and 
it’s moments like these I’m reminded of just how much | love 
dad’s Italian mafia friend. 


Because he’s not just that anymore. He’s mine and I’m his. 


Forever. 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


Stefano 
Ten more years later 
“Dinner’s ready,” my wife calls out. 


“Last one to the house is a rotten cannoli,” | yell and being 
running toward the back door, if you can call what I’m doing 
running. 


Our oldest easily beat me and are already inside washing 
their hands, getting ready to eat. 


Our youngest, and tenth child, Alessandra, is going her 
fastest but her little two year old feet can only move so 
quickly. 


“Almost there,” | say, letting her pull in front watching the 
determination on her face as we're ten feet from the door. 


| retake the lead but see her determination hasn’t wavered. 
If anything she’s more determined to beat good ol’ dad. 
How can | blame her? Sloane’s cooking is amazing. She’s 
literally become a true Italian wife and Italian woman...my 
woman. 


At the last second Alessandra somehow retakes the lead and 
taps the door just a fraction of a second in front of me and 
immediately bursts out in laughter and her little happy 
dance. 


She’s just in her diaper and nothing else and she’s so damn 
cute...and special. 


But | say that about all my kids, but she’s the baby and 
she'll be our last. 


Sloane gave me what | wanted...ten children. | can’t ask for 
anything more, not to mention she gave me something that 
got this all started over fifteen years ago... her heart. 

“I win, daddy!” Alessandra says. 

“You sure do. And you know what you get for winning?” 
“What?” she says, her palms raised. Damn, she’s too cute. 


“Kisses from daddy.” 


| scoop her up and kiss her everywhere making her giggle 
even more. 


And that is what it took Sloane to teach me, to show me. 


Life isn’t just about money and business and keeping hate in 
your heart. If anything it’s the complete opposite. 


When I was focused on myself all the time life was terrible. 
Now that | focus on others, my family that is, life is amazing. 


They give me more joy than | could have ever given myself. 
Kinda funny how that works, huh? 


| carry Alessandra inside and watch as Sloane rolls the cutter 
across a Sicilian pizza. Damn, my favorite. 


“Look at you two,” she says, stopping to take in this moment 
and commit it to memory. 


“And look at you... after all these years, still that hot as hell 
girl | married.” 


Sloane blushes and together our other children say, “Get a 
room!” 


We'll get a room all right...the master bedroom tonight and 
Sloan’s gonna get all she can handle. 


Her birthday starts at midnight and I’ve got twenty-four 
hours of absolute fun prepared for her, and of course our 
entire family. Because what good is a birthday, if you don’t 
have your loved ones to share it with? And who could be 
more loved, than a mother...and my wife? 


“Dad, you said hell,” Giada says. 

“I know, but I’m just referring to the place Dante was talking 
about.” I’ve made sure our kids read voraciously as there’s 
no better way to feed a child’s imagination than with good 
books. 

“Do you think it exists?” Juliana asks. 

“Don’t know and we won't ever find out.” 


“How can you say that?” our son Anthony asks. 


“Because all | know is the heaven you all give me every 
day.” 


“Awww,” Sloane says, coming over to me and wrapping me 
up ina hug. 


“Dad, you're getting soft in your old age,” Anthony adds. 
“You wanna bet, buddy?” 


With one arm still hugging my woman | give my boy a 
nuggie and then get him in a quick headlock...he’s getting 
bigger and it’s the only kind of ‘hug’ | can give him these 
days...and you can bet your bottom dollar I’m going to take 
advantage. 


Funny how | made my name and my money in online 
gambling, but the biggest gamble wasn’t a gamble at all. 
All it took was finding the one woman in the over seven 
billion people on earth that was meant just for me and me 
alone, and then putting a ring on her finger. 


And that’s exactly what | did, and this incredible life is the 
result. 


| may be getting older, but I’m far from soft. | grew up in the 
life, and you can take the boy out of the mafia, but you can 
never take the mafia out of the man. 


I’ve got weapons hidden all over the house. Of course 
they’re in places the kids can’t reach and are safely stored 
away, and their purpose is different. 


No longer do | crack my knuckles and then skulls for 
business, but those skills will come in handy if anyone is 
ever foolish enough to come and try and lay a finger on 
what’s mine... my family. 


Because dad likes to laugh and joke more than he ever did, 
but it’s because dad is home now... with his family. 


And | can flip that switch in an instant if anyone messes with 
them. 


They're mine. Forever. 
“Dad, let go,” Anthony says. 
“Never,” | whisper. “You’re mine.” 


“And you're mine,” Sloane says, tickling me allowing 
Anthony to squirm away, free as a bird. 


I’m a dad now and my job is to give my kids wings and let 
them fly on their own, but they'll always belong in our little 
nest here in Italy... where they’re loved and protected by 
their mother and I, and each other. Always. 


La mia famiglia. La mia vita. Per sempre. 
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